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EDirORIAL 


HAVE  YOU  REVISED  YOUR  WILL? 


THE  most  human  and 
personal  document 
ever  written  is 
man's  last  will  and  testa- 
ment. Written  with  the 
very  shadow  of  death  in 
view,  this  document  has 
in  itself  a  solemn  mean- 
ing. Being  "our  last  will," 
necessarily  it  is  the 
truthful  expression  'of 
our  mind  and  a  faithful 
representation  of  our 
heart.  In  every  one  of  its 
clauses  one  can  read  the 
ideas  and  affections  that 
dominated  our  life.  Our 
beneficiaries  are  those 
Avhom  we  have  loved 
most  on  earth.  Even  now 
and  then  the  pages  of  a 
last  will  are  singed  with 
the  smouldering  fires  of 
hatred  and  revenge.  The 
studied  omission  of  cer- 
tain names  whose  family 

affiliations  offer  a  claim  to  our  inheritance  is  the 
evidence  of  this  ugly  factor. 

As  our  last  will  is  the  final  revelation  of  those 
interests,  affections  and  sorrows  that  permeated 
the  activities  of  our  life,  it  is  but  natural  that 
we  should  see  them  prolonged  even  after  the 
dark  night  of  death  has  set  in.  Our  will  is  indeed  but 
the  lengthened  shadow  of  our  life.  Through 
its  dispositions  we  wish  to  re-live  our  mortal 
existence.    It  is  our  cherished  hope   that  the 


beneficiaries  of  our  es- 
tate will  appreciate  our 
thoughtfulness  and  faith- 
fully carry  out  our  inten- 
tions and  desires,  so  that 
what  we  had  saved  up 
in  money  and  in  prop- 
erty, be  it  small  or  large, 
will  continue  in  the 
hands  of  our  legatees  to 
work  after  we  are  gone. 
The  shadow  of  our  life 
will  persist  when  its  sun 
has  set  and  "the  night 
cotneth  when  no  man  can 
work." 


Because  the  passing  of 
years  changes  the  trend 
of  our  thoughts  and  our 
appreciation  of  values, 
we  have  now  and  then  to 
revise  our  will.  At  times 
a  will  that  has  not  been 
revised  accordingly  can 
do  incalculable  harm  to  the  very  persons  and 
causes  we  had  in  mind  to  favor.  That  inevitable 
changes  overtake  us  on  the  path  of  life  and 
alter  our  viewpoint  is  an  everyday  experience. 
How  often  unexpected  death  has  upset  our  plans 
and  shattered  our  dreams!  Prolonged  absence, 
unavoidable  friction  and  family  misunderstand- 
ings break  or  loosen  the  most  sacred  ties.  Things 
we  looked  upon  as  important  in  the  heyday  of 
life  pale  into  insignificance  in  the  mellow  light 


IP  A  IMAVl  COlfLD  HAVE  HALF  HIS  WISHES,  HE  WOULD  DOUBLE  HIS  TROUBLES. 
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of  old  age.   To  be  true  to  ourselves  these  changes 
should  be  registered  in  our  revised  will. 
«     *  # 

It  is  somewhat  surprising  how  few  wills  of 
Catholics,  particularly  of  those  who  have  means, 
remember  in  their  bequests  the  interests  of  God 
and  His  Church.  Yet  if  a  will,  as  we  have  ex- 
plained, is  the  exemplification  and  the  final 
revelation  of  man's  innermost  thoughts  and 
fondest  affections,  how  can  one  explain  this 
forgetfulness  of  God  and  of  His  Kingdom  on 
earth?  Is  not  this  omission  an  indictment  in 
itself?  For  does  not  the  very  wording  of  this 
document,  "My  last  Will"  bring  us  face  to  face 
with  death  and  the  judgment  of  God  on  our  life  ? 
Has  the  undergrowth  of  worldly-  interests  and 
temporary  values  so  crowded  out  the  eternal 
values  and  spiritual  interests  that  they  have  dis- 
appeared, or  are  considered  as  unimportant  .  .  . 
and  that  in  the  cold  light  of  the  dawn  of 
eternity? 

With  these  reflections  in  mind  should  we  not 
wisely  revise  our  will  and  correct  our  thought- 
lessness? Cardinal  Manning  said  that  the  will 
which  does  not  mention  God  and  His  interests 
on  earth  is  not  worthy  of  a  true  Catholic. 

Read  again  your  will.  Go  over  it  carefully, 
clause  by  clause,  and  see  if  God  and  the  interests 
of  His  Church  are  mentioned.  If  not,  correct 
now  this  error  and  make  your  last  will  and 
testament  worthy  of  the  faith  of  your  baptism. 


Faith  is  the  only  thing  that  matters  when  life 
has  run  its  course.  When  the  fog  that  obscures 
"the  vision  of  things  unseen"  is  lifting  and  our 
hands  already  hold  "the  substance  of  the  things 
we  hope  for"  the  meaning  and  purpose  of  life 
stand  out  in  bold  relief.  It  is  in  this  steady 
light  of  eternity  that  one  should  revise  his 
will. 

As  the  interests  of  God  here  below  are  one 
with  those  of  His  Church  let  us  not  forget  to 
remember  the  Catholic  Missions  in  our  last  will. 
What  we  leave  to  them  will  continue  to  work 
for  the  Church  when  we  are  gone.  Be  it  great 
Or  be  it  small,  it  will  help  to  send  workers  into 
that  field  of  which  the  Master  spoke  "where  the 
harvest  is  ripe  and  the  harvesters  are  few." 

In  the  home  mission  field  of  Canada  the  Sisters 
of  Service  are  devoting  themselves  to  the  most 
abandoned  souls.  They  give  their  life  to  this 
work.  For  the  support  of  their  apostolic  en- 
deavour they  depend  on  the  generosity  of  our 
Catholic  people.  May  we  ask  you  not  to  forget 
them  when  you  are  writing  your  last  will  and 
testament. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 


THE  RELIGION  TEACHER  AND  THE  WORIiD. 
By  Sister  Mary  Rosalia  of  the  Mission  Helpers 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  with  the  collaboration  of 
Rev.  John  J.  Considine,  M.M.  and  Sister  Mary 
Juliana  Bedier  of  Maryknoll.  The  Bruce  Pub- 
lishing Companj^,  540  N.  Milwaukee  Street,  Mil- 
waukee 1,  Wisconsin.   Price  $1.00. 

Three  experienced  missioners  have  combined 
their  resources,  intellectual  and  experimental,  to 
produce  a  volume  which  should  prove  a  gold  mine 
to  those  who  teach  religion  to  children  of  Grades 
I  to  III,  whether  in  the  home,  in  the  regular  class- 
room, or  in  vacation  schools. 

This  Source  Book  of  Doctrine.  Lessons  and 
Stories  supplies  a  long-felt  need  for  supplemen- 
tary material  in  the  teaching  of  social  and  mis- 
sionary aspects  of  religion  to  children.  The  aim 
of  the  authors,  in  their  own  words,  is  to  help 
"make  of  every  child  an  apostle."  After  i-eading 
carefully  the  collection  of  lesson  plans  and  stories 
which  make  up  the  body  of  the  book,  we  believe 


it  would  be  of  invaluable  assistance  to  those  who 
liave  the  privilege  and  responsibility  of  teaching 
religion  to  children.  The  stories  have  been  select- 
ed with  a  view  to  making  the  little  ones  mission- 
minded  at  an  earl.y  age,  and  of  imbuing  them 
with  the  conviction  that  all  men,  no  matter  of 
what  colour  or  race,  are  their  brothers  and  sisters 
in  God,  the  universal  Father. 

Father  Considine's  Chapter  on  "The  Church's 
Teaching  and  World  Christianity"  provides  in- 
structive material  for  the  teachers'  thoughtful 
study. 


MARYKNOLL  LETTERS.  Vols.  I  and  II,  1945. 
Field  Afar  Press,  121  East  39th  Street,  New 
York,  N.Y.   Price  50cts. 

The  two  Volumes  of  "I\Iary knoll  Letters"  for 
]945  are  now  obtainable  at  the  above  address. 
They  contain  many  interesting  incidents,  some 
thrilling,  some  pathetic,  some  annising,  in  the  lives 
(Continued  on  Page  8) 
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Notes  and  Comments 


blaring,  iu  press  and  pulpit,  even 

though  the  score   is  now  clearly 

marked  pianissimo.  — ■  Human 
Events. 


AXTI-SEMITISM  RKPUGNANT 
TO  CHRISTIANITY. 

In  reading  the  anti-Jewish  lucu- 
brations of  Dumont,  the  arch 
anti-Semitic  of  France,  Leon  Bloy 
conceived  the  book  "Salvation 
Through  the  Jews."  This  book, 
published  in  1892,  created  quite  a 
stir  in  literary  circles  of  the  time. 
Its  very  title  is  taken  verbatim 
from  the  words  our  Blessed 
Saviour  addressed  to  the  Samar- 
itan woman  (John  iv.  22)  by  the 
well  of  Jacob.  The  book  may  be 
considered  a  paraphrase  of  St. 
Paul's  eleventh  chapter  to  the 
Romans. 

Periodically  a  wave  of  anti- 
Semitism  has  swept  our  Christian 
nations.  Never,  perhaps,  has  it 
risen  to  such  disastrous  heights 
as  during  the  recent  war.  Over 
eight  million  Jews  have  been 
eliminated  in  the  concentration 
camps  of  Germany.  How  many 
millions  are  still  wandering 
through  Europe  not  knowing 
where  to  rest  their  weary  souls 
and  tortured  bodies.  These  po- 
groms will  ever  remain  a  blotch 
on  our  present-day  civilization. 

Anti-Semitism  was  always  re- 
pugnant to  Christianity.  The 
Church  has  always  condemned  any 
anti-Jewish  movement.  Just  be- 
fore the  war  when  the  persecution 
of  the  Jews  had  spread  from  Ger- 
many to  other  European  countries, 
did  not  Pope  Pius  XI  make  this 
brave  statement:  "By  Christ  and  in 
Christ,  we  are  the  sipiritual  descen- 
dants of  Abraham.  No,  It  is  not 
possible  for  Christians  to  have  any 
part  in  anti-Semitism  .  .  .  spiri- 
tuallj'  we  are  Semites."  (Sept., 
1938). 

LfCon  Bloy,  addressing  himself 
directly  to  those  who  hold  to  anti- 
Semitism,  wrote:  "Imagine  that 
people  about  you  spoke  contin- 
ually of  your  father  and  mother 
with  the  greatest  contempt  and 
treated  them  only  with  insults  and 
with  outrageous  sarcasm.  What 
■Wx/Uid  be  your  feelings?  Well,  that 
is  exactly  what  is  happening  to 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  We  forget, 
or  rather  we  do  not  wish  to  know, 
that  Our  Lord  made  Man  was  a 
Jew,  the  Jew  par  excellence,  the 
Lion  of  Judah;  that  His  Mother 
was  a  Jewess,  the  Flower  of  the 
Jewish  race;  that  all  His  ancestors 
were  Jews,  along  with  all  the 
prophets;  finally,  that  our  whole 
sacred     liturgy    is     drawn  from 


Jewish  books.  How,  then,  can  we 
express  the  enormity  of  the  out- 
rage, the  blasphemy  involved  in 
vilifying  the  Jewish  race?" 

"The  Church  prays  for  the  Jews, 
remembering  that  St.  Paul,  speak- 
ing in  the  Name  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
promised  them  all  things  and  that 
they  should  one  day  become  the 
lights  of  the  world.  Anti-Semitism, 
an  altogether  modern  thing  is  the 
most  horrible  blow  which  Our  Lord 
has  received  in  His  Passion  that 
continues  forever;  it  is  the  most 
bloody  and  the  most  unpardonable, 
because  He  receives  it  upon  the 
face  of  His  Mother,  and  from  the 
hands  of  Christians." — (Leon  Bloy 
in  "Le  Vieux  de  la  Montagne"— 
1910).  G.  D. 


HITLER'S  TOMB. 

In  Paris,  while  standing  before 
the  mausoleum  of  Napoleon — per- 
haps the  most  splendid  mausoleum 
ever  erected  to  mortal  remains — - 
Hitler  said:  "Mine  will  be  a 
grander  thing  than  this!"  The 
foolish  dream  of  a  proud  man! 
Where  is  Hitler's  body  to-day? 


A  CHALLENGE. 

Comte  St.  Simon,  bitter  enemy 
of  the  Church,  wrote:  "If  you 
speak  of  the  past,  what  you  say  is 
true;  Christianity  did  wonders,  but 
now  it  is  played  out.  It  is  now  a 
dead  tree  and  bears  no  fruit.  What 
works  are  you  Catholics  perform- 
ing to  prove  your  Faith  and  to 
make  us  respect  and  believe  it?" 

This  challenge  of  that  unbe- 
lieving French  reformer  was  pick- 
ed up  by  a  Law  Student  at 
the  Scrbonne,  Paris,  Frederick 
Ozanam.  The  foundation  of  the 
world-wide  organization,  the  St. 
Vincent  de  Paul  Society,  was  his 
answer. 


FORTISSIMO   TO  PIANISSMO. 

Since  the  people  of  a  democracy 
cannot  be  either  indoctrinated  or 
de-indoctrinated  overnight,  there 
is  severe  psychological  tension 
when  the  time  comes  to  change 
the  tune  of  the  national  orchestra 
from  martial  to  peaceful  music. 
If  the  musicians  are  really  in 
ihe  swing  of  sounding  brass 
and  tinkling  cymbals,  then  the 
unfortunate  conductor  is  all  too 
likely  to  find  his  followers 
wholly  out  of  control.     They  go  on 


IN  PRAISE  OF  PINES. 

A  friend  of  mine  has  a  house 
somewhere  in  Tennessee  which  he 
calls  "Whispering  Pines."  A 
woman  who  owns  the  adjoining 
property  thought  that  name  some- 
what sickening.  She  named  her 
estate  "Roaring  Elms." 

There's  nothing  sickening  to  me 
in  the  thought  that  pines  whisper. 
Nor  is  there  anything  very  imagi- 
native in  the  idea  that  they  hold 
converse  with  each  other,  when 
the  '  wind  is  blowing,  or  with 
whomsoever  is  fortunate  to  stand 
and  listen. 

There  are  thousands  of  pines 
in  Combermere,  about  110  miles 
west  of  Ottawa,  in  Ontario,  Canada. 
Some  of  them  are  hundreds  of 
years  old,  and  they  Have  a  lot  to 
mur.mur  about,  a  lot  of  history  to 
tell  their  seedlings,  a  lot  of  gossip 
to  exchange  with  their  neighbors. 

There  is  a  grove  of  pines  on 
the  property  we  bought  last 
August;  aromatic,  exclusive,  state- 
ly, beautiful,  straight,  tall  trees 
that  whisper  incessantly  all  day 
long.  They  have  carpeted  the 
earth  beneath  them  with  soft 
brown  needles  that  are  pleasant 
to  lie  upon,  pleasant  to  walk  upon, 
pleasant  to  smell  and  see.  And 
they  have  strewn  the  area  all 
about  with  cones. 

One  may  lie  on  the  pine  needles 
and  look  up  into  the  great  green 
heights,  and  fill  his  nostrils  and 
his  lungs  with  perfume,  and  his 
ears  with  music — and  sometimes, 
he  fancies,  he  can  hear  what  the 
pines  are  saying. 

"It  is  good  to  be  a  pine;  to 
grow  straight;  to  stay  green  all 
year;  to  sniff  the  air  of  heaven;  to 
shelter  the  birds;  to  give  beauty 
to  passersby;  to  give  of  oneself  to 
all  mankind;  to  bear  fruit. 

"The  fruit  of  pines  is  not  eaten. 
Yet,  there  was  a  pine  that  grew 
in  the  Holy  Land  many  centuries 
ago,  which  bore  a  fruit  that  has 
fed  the  world  through  all  the  gen- 
erations, and  will  continue  to  feed 
it  until  the  end  of  time.  Yes,  it 
is  good  to  be  a  pine."  — Eddie 
Doherty,  in  "Friendship  House." 


CHRISTMAS  WISHES. 

May  the  Joy  of  Christmas, 
Bring  abiding  Peace; 

May  the  Love  of  Christmas 
In  your  heart  increase; 

May  the  Joy  of  Christmas 
Never,  never  cease. 


SUFFERING,  EITHER  PHYSICAL  OR  MORAL,  IS  ALWAYS  AN  ACTUAL  GRACE. 
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EDSON  EDITS 


A  CARDINAL'S  VISIT 

Thursday,  September  13th,  will  long  be  re- 
membered as  a  red-letter  day  for  us.  We  had 
the  happy  privilege  of  entertaining  at  luncheon 
His  Eminence  Cardinal  J.  M.  Rodrigue  Villen- 
euve,  O.M.I.  To  this  small  group  of  S.O.S.  it  was 
a  signal  honour  to  offer  hospitality  to  Canada's 
own  Prince  of  the  Church. 

The  Cardinal  and  his  party  arrived  by  motor 
and  were  received  by  Sister  Superior  and  "Rev. 
L.  Fitzgerald,  C.Ss.R.,  both  former  residents  of 
Quebec  province.  The  gay,  musical  French  tongue 
predominated  and  judging  from  the  laughter  and 
ijright,  cheerful  conversation  the  group  seemed 
very  much  at  home. 

Among  His  Eminence's  party  was  Most  Rev- 
erend Joseph  Guy,  O.M.L,  well-known  and 
well-loved  by  our  Sisters.  He  renewed  his  ac- 
quaintance with  some  of  the  Sisters  who  had  been 
engaged  in  Religious  correspondence  work  in  Al- 
berta and  Saskatchewan  and  he  gave  high  praise  to 
the  results  of  the  work  done  by  our  Sisters  in 
Rycroft. 

After  luncheon  each  Sister  was  presented  to 
His  Eminence.  He  showed  interest  in  our  hospi- 
tal work,  and  also  in  our  outside  work  of 
catechizing  in  centres  east  and  west  of  the  hos 
pital.  He  was  onost  gracious  in  consenting  to 
have  his  picture  taken  and  in  signing  the  visitors' 
book — a  souvenir  of  a  visit  which  will  be  appre- 
ciated and  remembered  for  years  to  come. 


His  Eminence,  the  Cardinal 


FAiL  ACCIDENTS 

The  page  on  our  calendar  entitled  "November" 
is  still  very  new  and  fresh  but  already  Jack 
Frost  has  been  etching  beautiful  designs  on  the 
glass  panes  of  our  front  door  and  encircling  the 
key-hole  and  any  previously  unnoticed  cracks 
with  a  thick,  white,  powdered  ice.  The  early  on- 
set of  winter  has  meant  that  lumber  camps  are  in 
full  swing  weeks  ahead  of  last  year's  schedule, 
and  it  has  also  meant  that  our  front  door  has  be- 
gun to  open  more  frequently  to  admit  this  season's 
quota  of  accident  cases. 

The  Thomsses  and  the  Richards  and  the  Harrys 
are  coming  in  from  every  direction  with  any  or 
many  of  the  hundred-and-one  injuries  that  fall- 
ing trees  can  inflict.  Their  occupations  vary 
from  "skinning  cats"  to  being  "Bull  Cooks;" 
some  are  just  lads  in  their  teens,  others  are 
brawny  oldish  men  who  have  .spent  a  lifetime 
in  the  timberland. 

Jereauias  is  one  of  the  latter.  He  wandered  up 
to  these  parts  from  Minnesota  many  long  j'ears 
ago.  He  is  no  prophet,  but  he  begins  his  "lament- 
ations" when  his  Special  Nurse  comes  on  duty 
at  8  a.m.  daily.  A  burn  is  a  very  painful  ailment 
but  it  is  so  much  more  painful  when  it  covers  all 
your  hcDids,  arms,  neck  and  chest  as  Jerry's  does. 
His  frequent  "0  dear,  0  dears"  and  the  tears  that 
roll  down  the  wrinkled  old  face  during  the  time 
when  his  dressings  are  being  changed,  are  mild 
laments  when  compared  to  the  pain.  But  Jerry 
has  decided  that  considering  his  sixty-odd  years 
of  life,  it  is  better  to  burn  here  than  bui'u  here- 
after! We  are  pleased  to  say  that  Jerry  has  come 
back  to  the  Fold.  Another  victory  for  the  Lord 
and  St.  John's  Hospital. 

WE  GO  TO  HADDOCK 

Would  you  like  to  come  to  Haddock  with  us 
this  morning?  Why  the  question  mark  in  your 
reply?  Haddock?  No,  my  friends,  it  is  not  a 
fish  story ;  it  is  the  genuine  name  of  a  place  in 
our  Province  where  Ave  conduct  summer  school  in 
season  and  continue  the  classes  every  first  Sun- 
day of  the  month.  It  is  also  one  of  the  six  mis- 
sions under  the  care  of  our  chaplain  and  parish 
priest,  the  Reverend  C.  Landrigan.  We  will  be 
passengers  in  Father's  Plymouth,  so  perhaps  I'd 
better  introduce  you.  "Father,  we  would  like  you 
to  meet  our  friends,  the  subscribers  to  oiu"  'Field 
at  Home'  in  Eastern  and  Western  Canada."  And 
now,  let  us  present  Father  Landrigan.  Father 
comes  from  the  Pi-ovince  that  gives  us  pious 
])i-iests  and  good  potatoes — P.E.I.  He  has  been  a 
missionary  in  these  parts  for  the  past  14  years." 

Apart  from  His  Reverence  and  the  S.O.S.  there 
are  two  acolytes  and  perhaps  a  parishioner  who 
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Bishop  Guy,  O.M.I..  and  other  members 
of  the  Cardinal's  party  at  Edson 

is  getting  a  lift  up  the  road.  The  last  time  it  was 
a  returned  member  of  the  R.A.F.  who  had  seen 
service  in  India,  a  non-Catholic  pal  of  Father's, 
who  rode  with  us  all  the  way  to  McLeod  Valley. 

On  these  Sunday  trips  we  can  always  look  out 
for  the  unexpected.  If  you  are  good  at  "pushing 
over,"  if  you  don't  mind  the  bumps,  if  your  con- 
stiti;tion  can  stand  back  seat  churning,  and  if 
you  don't  mind  six  where  three  should  sit.  then 
you  have  a  few  of  the  qualifications  for  a  passen- 
ger. We  are  forgetting  to  mention  the  lunch ! 
That  is  most  important,  because  Father  fasts 
until  12.30  and  the  return  trip  is  rather  indefi- 
nite. So  we  pack  a  light  lunch,  and  between  the 
passengers,  the  periodicals  and  the  literature  to 
be  distributed  we  keep  checking  and  re-checking 
so  that  nothing  be  lost. 

This  Sunday  promises  to  have  its  share  of 
thrills.  It  snowed  and  thawed  and  froze  again. 
The  rain  did  a  perfect  glacier  job  on  the  roads 
and  with  the  soft  feathery  snow  the  motoring 
Vv^ill  be  slow.  We  hope  to  pick  up  our  pet  par- 
ishioner this  morning.  She  is  a  dear  old  soul, 
Mrs.  S.,  and  just  about  five  feet  high.  She  lives 
alone  and  works  a  small  piece  of  land.  She  loves 
to  talk  and  her  views  on  polities  and  world  affairs 
are  gems  of  wisdom.  She  says  politicians  don't 
help  her  pick  the  bugs  off  her  potatoes,  nor  pull 
the  weeds  out  of  her  garden ;  that  the  whole 
world  is  lazy  and  people  don't  want  to  work  any 
more.  Rain  or  shine  she  walks  three  miles  across 
country  to  the  main  highway  where  Father  picks 
her  up.  She  is  just  one  of  the  folks  we  will  meet 
this  Sunday.  Perhaps  there  will  be  Mrs.  M.  Avho 
resents  Mrs.  S's  chatter,  and  Mr.  N.  who  keeps  the 
general  store.  You  will  like  our  congregation 
when  you  meet  them.  They  are  a  very  colourful 
group,  Hungarians,  Germans,  Slovaks,  Poles, 
English  and  one  French  family.  The  church  is 
St.  Helen's — a  small  wooden  building  erected 
through  the  generosity  of  the  Catholic  Church 


Extension.  Our  people  travel  through  brush 
countrj-  and  crossroads  that  only  wagon  wheels 
or  Henry's  of  the  '20  vintage  could  traverse.  This 
is  a  grand  country  for  jeeps. 

Well,  here  we  are.  There  are  wagons  in  the 
yard  and  someone  has  come  in  on  horseback.  The 
men  are  all  in  one  group;  the  women  and  children 
stand  together  at  the  church  door.  The  car  is 
parked,  the  people  pile  out,  and  we  are  left  to 
gather  oiu'selves  and  our  belongings.  Then  there 
is  a  round  of  "good-days"  to  the  "Misters"  and 
a  special  bit  of  chatter  "for  the  "Mrs."  before  Ave 
enter  the  church  where  Father's  mission  kit  is 
very  much  in  evidence  and  he  is  already  at  work 
hearing  Confessions. 

Mass  begins  at  11.15.  Afterwards  we  gather 
the  children  for  religious  instruction  while  the 
older  folk  visit  outside.  Wide-eyed  youngsters — 
usually  first  generation  Canadians — are  taught 
about  the  beauty  and  tenderness  of  God.  The 
little  ones  look  as  though  they  are  riding  on  clouds 
and  the  lads  are  waiting  their  chance  to  ask  you 
a  $64  question  or  give  a  .'*!64  answer.  (One  little 
fellow  after  seeing  the  priest  vested  at  the  altar 
exclaimed,  "This  morning  I  saw  Father  with 
pretty  clothes  on  and  I  saw  Jesus  hanging  on  the 
cross."  Ajiother,  on  being  a.sked  how  he  stood 
In  class,  replied:  "I  stand  straight.") 

The  time  is  all  too  short — one  golden  hour.  We 
must  bring  our  class  to  a  close  as  Father  will  be 
v/aiting.  He  always  has  f)dd  jobs  to  do  for  the 
Lord  along  the  road — perhaps  a  double  baptism, 
a  voung  couple  contemplating  marriage,  or  just  a 
"pop  call." 

Now  the  Christmas  season  approaches.  The 
lovely  West  seems  m^ade  for  it.  How  else  could 
one  explain  the  nights  of  late  December — the  cold 
splendour  of  stai's  shining  in  a  firmament  lit  with 
Northern  Lights,  the  glittering  snow  that  ci'un- 
ches  under  foot;  and  the  exhilarating  frost  that 
nips  and  quickens  the  step? 

S.O.S.,  Edson 


>Iuddy  Koad  to  Haddock 


THAT  AVHICH  GIVES  POWER  TO  SPEECH  IS  LOVE.  TO  BE  ELOQUENT  IS  TO  HAVE  A  HEART. 
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"OUR  BIT" 


Some  S.O.S.  War  Problems 

WE  FEEL  that  we  have  done  our  bit  during 
the  war.  We  are  not  feminists — we'd  all 
let  George  do  it — if  only  George  would 
put  in  an  appearance !  However,  the  tasks  to  be 
done  stood  before  us,  and  like  the  boy  in  the 
Grade  6  reader  who  saw  the  duty  to  be  done,  and 
did  it,  we  fell  to,  and  tackled  jobs  that  we  former- 
ly thought  required  the  mighty  mind  of  a  man  to 
accomplish.  (I'm  not  quite  sure  whether  or  not 
we  have  changed  our  opinion  on  that.) 

Our  house  is  an  old  one.  It  reminds  me  of  a 
lady  I  met  out  in  the  country  last  year.  She 
wasn't  feeling  as  fit  as  she  once  did,  and  stated 
with  much  truth,  "I'm  just  like  an  old  Ford.  I 
hardly  get  one  part  of  myself  patched  up  when 
another  part  falls  to  pieces."  And  that  descrip- 
tion fits  our  house.  No  sooner  is  the  attic  repair- 
ed than  the  plaster  falls  Oji  the  second  floor,  the 
roof  begins  to  leak,  the  outer  edge  of  the  back 
verandah  begins  to  sink  into  the  ground  dragging 
the  inner  portion  of  itself  away  from  the  house  to 
which  it  is  attached,  and  the  fence  takes  on  the 
appearance  of  the  leaning  tower  of  Pisa. 

The  present  staff  of  this  building  took  up  resi- 
dence during  the  war.  The  former  staff  lived 
here  during  the  depression.  In  those  days  there 
was  an  abundance  of  labor  but  no  money ;  now 
there  is  a  little  money  but  no  labor.  I  hope  soon 
that  we  shall  reach  the  state  of  felicity  attained 
by  a  young  lad  to  whom  I  gave  a  lift  one  day : 
"Tbis  year.  Sister,  I  think  I'll  be  going  to  Mass 
every  Sunday.  Last  year  I  had  pants  and  no 
shoes ;  the  year  before  I  had  shoes  and  no  pants 
(overalls  are  not  considered  to  be  pants)  ;  but  this 
year  I  have  pants  and  shoes  both  at  the  same 
time." 

We  have  a  few  friends  who  are  able  to  handle 
a  hammer  and  saw  with  deftness,  but  these  are 
no  longer  available.  The  story  is  always  the 
same,  "Sister,  I'd  be  glad  to  see  about  the  roof 
but  my  leg  gives  me  so  much  trouble,  I  cannot 
climb,"  or  "Sister,  I'd  do  that  ceiling  for  you, 
but  my  back  is  so  sore  I  can't  lift  my  arms  above 
my  head."  We've  been  watching  the  dates  of  th? 
docking  of  each  troopship  and  murmurii'g  hope- 
fully the  while,  "Maybe  there  will  be  some  men 
looking  lor  small  jobs  on  that  boat." 

Storm  Window  Technique 

And  what  did  doing  our  bit  consist  in,  you  ask. 
Well,  there  was  the  storm  window  problem  that 
leered  at  us  every  Spring  and  Fall.  It  was  a  per- 
fect horror,  or  used  to  be.  First  of  all,  the  storm 
windows  don't  fit;  but  as  everybodj^  puts  up  storm 


windows  every  year,  we  keep  up  with  the  Joneses 
and  have  ours  put  up.  No  doubt  they  do  some 
good.  The  man  we  generally  engaged  was  rather 
stiff  and  old.  He  fell  off  a  neighbor's  roof  and 
the  neighbors  had  a  hospital  bill  added  to  the 
cost  of  labor.  That  year  we  tried  some  Grade  8 
boys  instead.  They  were  full  of  youthful  en- 
thusiasm. However,  we  had  to  clean  the  windows 
to  be  sure  thej^  were  clean,  see  that  they  were 
put  on  the  right  rooms,  and  take  turns  saying  the 
Beads  that  one  of  the  youths  Avould  not  fall  and 
break  his  neck  while  attempting  to  preserve  us 
from  the  winter  cold.  At  the  end  of  the  day  we 
were  more  exhausted  fnaii  if  we  had  done  the 
complete  job  and  had  spent  just  as  much  time 
out  of  the  office.  From  that  time  on  we  resolved 
to  operate  the  business  ourselves.  A\'e  solved  part 
of  the  problem  this  way.  During  the  summer 
the  house  is  cioii.ed.  "Why  not  leave  most  of  the 
storm  windows  on?"  we  asked  ourselves.  They 
would  keep  the  house  cool  and  hold  back  the  dust. 
So  when  other  people  on  our  street  were  taking 
down  storm  windo-\^'s,  we  were  engaged  in  the 
same  jolly  pursuit,  but  when  they  were  putting 
up  their  screens  we  were  replacing  our  storm 
windows,  all  nicely  cleaned.  Several  passers-by 
stared  in  astonishment  at  this  unusual  procedure 
— but  after  you  have  been  working  in  the  public 
eye  for  some  time,  your  main  resources  being 
your  tvvo  hands  and  your  brain,  (nimble  or  other- 
wise) the  opinions  of  the  passing  throng  cease 
to  make  much  impression. 

Nailing  'em  Down! 

Then  there  was  the  problem  of  the  basement 
stairs.  The  linoleum  pads  had  to  be  replaced 
and  the  stairs  painted.  We  began  to  rip  up  the 
pads.  There  were  hundreds  of  tacks  in  every  one. 
"AYho  on  earth  ever  nailed  these  down?  It  must 
have  been  sisters.  No  man  would  ever  do  such  a 
stupid  job.  Why  there  are  enough  tacks  here 
to  keep  the  city  supplied,  etc..  etc."  So  proclaim- 
ed Sister  J.  to  whomsoever  happened  to  be  within 
earshot.  "Ah,  a  clue,"  exclaimed  Sister  M..  draw- 
ing from  beneath  the  linoleum  rectangle  an  old 
newspaper  used  as  padding,  "19 — .  Who  was  here 
then,  and  which  of  that  crowd  would  nail  down 
stair  pads  this  way.  I've  a  good  mind  to  drop 
some  of  them  a  note  and  tell  them  Avhat  I  think 
of  their  carpentry."  "Carpenters  don't  lay  stair 
pads!"  soothed  her  companion. 

Time  flew  on.  The  stairs  were  painted.  The 
color  didn't  suit.  They  were  repainted.  Still 
the  color  didn't  suit.  However  no  further  change 
of  color  Avould  be  tolerated.  Then  followed  the 
(Continued  on  Page  121 
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CLUB  ACTIVITIES  IN  EDMONTON 


Musical  Circle,  Edmonton  Club 


ON  receiving  a  gift  of  a  violin  from  his 
friend,  Dean  Claurch,  the  great  Cardinal 
Newman  wrote  him  his  thanks,  "...  1 
really  think  it  will  add  to  my  power  of  working 
and  the  length  of  my  life.  I  never  wrote  more 
than  when  I  played  the  fiddle  ...  I  always  sleep 
better  after  music."  The  above  picture  of  our 
musical  circle  at  the  Club  proves  the  truth  of 
tliese  words.  Music  is  indeed  one  of  God's 
greatest  gifts  to  His  children.  Music  would  seen 
to  be  the  most  appealing  of  all  the  arts,  for  it  has 
something  for  all,  rich  and  poor,  learned  and 
unlearned.  What  exquisite  melody  there  is  in 
an  English  folk-song,  what  pathos  in  an  Irish 
melody,  hov/  heart  warming  our  Canadian 
songs!  And  the  Church's  own  music — Gregorian 
Chant— how  it  lifts  the  spirit  to  Heaven !  A  great 
interest  in  Music,  both  classical  and  modern,  ha>» 
been  shown  lately  by  our  Club  girls.  Various 
menibers  are  at  present  studying  piano,  violin, 
clarinet  and  the  humble  tonette,  which  is  a 
"must"  for  the  Normal  Students.  It's  mournful 
tones  can  be  heard  floating  up  the  back  stairs 
any  evening  as  they  practise  dutifully.  The 
Sing-Song  after  supper  is  a  favourite  hour,  par- 


ticularly when  some  can  indulge  in  part  singing. 
Marie,  whose  delightful  soprano  reminds  us  o1 
Lil3'  Pons,  is  the  mainstay  of  the  choir.  Our 
girls  are  all  interested  in  Church  music  and  at- 
tend very  faithfully  the  Choir  practice,  which 
is  held  immediately  after  Rosary  at  7  p.m.  in 
order  to  accommodate  those  going  out  for  the 
evening. 

This  month  will  see  the  re-assembling  of  the 
Study  Club  group  after  the  summer  holidays. 
This  most  necessary  activity,  planned  and  pre- 
sided over  by  one  of  the  Sisters,  has  proved  its 
worth  in  many  ways.  Many  of  those  who  attend 
admit  they  have  learned  maich  about  our  Holy 
Religion.  Several  guest  speakers  are  invited 
iluring  the  year.  The  Club  Chaplain,  Rev.  Father 
Holland,  is  most  generous  in  his  attention  to  the 
Study  Club.  His  many  fine  talks  on  Matrimony 
have  been  of  inestimable  value  to  those  contem- 
plating this  holy  state. 

This  is  the  serious  side  of  life.  The  social  part 
is  not  neglected.  Showers  for  brides-to-be  are 
verj'  numerous  of  late  years;  it  has  become  a 
sort  of  tradition  that  the  Sisters'  gift  is  a  crucifix 
— which  gift  is  always  proudly  displayed  in  the 
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new  home.  When  the  first  baby  an-ives  we 
always  receive  an  announcement  card  and  aa 
soon  as  possible,  the  baby  is  brought  for  our 
admiring  inspection.  All  this  makes  us  feel  that 
our  efforts  to  make  the  Club  really  homelike, 
have  in  some  measure  succeeded.  A  few  days 
ago  we  met  a  girl  on  the  street  who  had  lived 
with  us  several  years  ago.  She  had  been  work- 
ing in  a  bank  in  a  distant  city,  and  was  now 
returning  to  Edmonton  When  we  met  her  she 
was  on  her  way  to  the  Club  and  remarked :  "It 
is  just  exactly  like  coming  home,  for  me!" 

  S.O.S. 

ON  FOREVER! 

LIKE  the  winding  brook,  a  religious  Com- 
munity "goes  on  forever."  Sisters  come 
and  sisters  go,  but  the  Community,  inde- 
pendent of  any  particular  individual,  keeps  on 
its  course,  flowing — ever  flowing — towards  the 
shores  of  Eternity. 

The  sparkling  waters  of  a  brook  well  up  from 
inexhaustible  springs.  Even  so,  a  religious  order 
has  its  source  in  the  unfathomable  depths  of 
Christ's  Sacred  Heart.  And  so  long  as  contact 
is  maintained  with  its  Divine  Source  we  need 
have  no  worry  as  to  its  continued  existence. 
Sometimes  a  brook  runs  along  smoothly,  some- 
times it  has  to  push  its  way  with  difficulty  over 
pebbles,  boulders,  or  other  obstacles.  But  it  goes 
on!  Foolish  little  wavelets  may  at  times  rebel 
against  the  course  set  by  the  Creator  and  strike 
out  in  a  new  direction  more  to  their  liking. 
This  means  frustration  for  the  poor  little  wave- 
lets, but  the  brook  goes  on,  never  pausing  in 
its  constant  flow,  beautifying  its  surroundings 
and  giving  joy  and  refreshment  to  all  within 
sight  of  its  sparkling  waters. 

A  Community,  too,  has  periods  of  light  and 
darkness,  bright  days  when  everything  runs 
smoothly  and  other  days  when  difficulties  beset 
each  movement  and  obstacles  appear  almost  in- 
surmountable. Certain  individual  sisters  may 
grow  discouraged,  others  may  grow  rebellious, 
some  may  even  separate  themselves  from  the 
life-giving  stream  of  religious  life.  But  the 
Community,  like  the  brook,  goes  on  forever,  so 
long  as  it  keeps  faithfully  to  the  boundaries  of 
Rule  and  Custom  set  by  its  Creator. 

S.O.S. 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

(Continued  from  Page  2) 

of  Maryknollers  at  work  in  the  mission  fields  of 
China,  South  America  and  Central  America.  It  is 
£<.  pleasure  for  us  to  bring  these  "Letters"  to  the 
attention  of  our  readers  Avho  are  interested  in  the 
inissionary  activities  of  the  Church  in  foreign 
lands.  Maryknoll  missioners  are  now  preaching 
the  Gospel  in  13  different  countries  and  their  per- 
sonnel consists  of  361  Priests,  72  Brothers.  685 
Sisters,  454  Students  and  3  Oblates. 


MY  FIRST  MISSAL.  By  Sister  Berthe  du  Saere- 
Coeur,  with  illustrations  by  Marcel  Martin.  Edu- 
cational Projects,  Inc.  Suite  301,  1396  St. 
Catharine  St.,  Montreal,  Que.    Price  25cts. 

This  recently  ijublished  praj-er  book  for  children 
contains  30  ilhistrations,  showing  the  principal 
parts  of  the  Mass,  with  appropriate  prayers  in 
large  print.  It  should  prove  helpful  in  teaching 
little  ones  an  appreciation  of  the  Mass.  The  publi- 
cation bears  the  imprimatur  of  His  Excellency 
the  Archbishop  of  Ottawa. 


WHO  GOES  TO  CHURCH  IN  THE  U.S. 

Church  membership  in  America  is  at  its  all-time 
high:  256  religious  bodies  report  that  72,492,669 
persons  (more  than  52  per  cent  of  the  population) 
are  officially  affiliated  with  253,603  churches.  The 
total,  which  has  increased  steadily  for  many  years, 
exceeds  1943  figures  by  3,991,483. 

Roman  Catholic   23,419,701 

Methodist    8,046,129 

Southern  Baptist  Convention    5,667,926 

Jewish  Congregations    4,641,184 

National  Baptist  Convention,  U.S.A.  Inc   4,021,618 

National  Baptist  Convention  of  America....  2,352,339 

Protestant  Episcopal  Church    2,227,524 

Presbyterian  Church  in  the  U.S.A   2,040.339 

United  Lutheran  Church  in  America   1,690,204 

Disciples  of  Christ    1,672,354 

Northern  Baptist  Convention    1,555,914 

Evangelical  Lutheran  Synod  of  Missouri, 

Ohio  and  Other  States    1,356,655 

Congregational  Christian  Churches    1,075.401 


59,767,348 

What  about  the  70  million  other  Americans? 


WHERE  THERE  IS  A  SURFEIT  OF  WORDS,  THERE  IS  A  F.\]\nNE  OF  IXTEUJOENCE. 
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NEWS  BRIEFS  FROM  VILNA 


The  Doctor's  Visit 

IT  IS  over  two  years  now  siiiee  we  haA'e 
had  a  resident  doctor  in  Vilna  but  we 
are   very  gratefnl   for   the   kind  and 
gracious  assistance  of  our  neig'liborin<i-  doe- 
tor  at  Smoky  Lake,  thirty  miles  away.  Every 
Thursday  afternoon  he  holds  office  hours  in 
our  hospital  and  appointments  are  made  a 
week  or  two  in  advance.    If  by  chance  you 
had  been  a  guest  of  ours  one  evening  in 
summer  your  ears  would  have  caught  the 
sound   of   children's   laughter,    your  eyes 
Avould  have  seen  in  the  glimmer  of  a  bonfire, 
the  covered  wagons,  and  you  would  have 
known  that  the  Indians  from  some  of  the 
local  Reserves  were  camping  in  the  bush 
near-by,    just    to    see  the  Doctor  on  the 
morrow.  Travelling  thirty  or  forty  miles  to 
see  the  Doctor  means  nothing  to  some  of  our 
people.  If  by  chance  he  is  delayed  in  coming  it  is 
quite  late  before  all  receive  attention. 

Covered  wagon  days  are  not  over  as  you  will 
see  by  the  picture.  On  the  discharge  of  one  of  our 
mothers  from  the  Hospital,  the  Sisters  found  this 
covered  wagon  waiting  to  take  their  patient 
and  wee  one  home. 

Church  Renovated 

Under  the  leadership  of  our  new  and  zealous 
pastor,  the  Chui'ch  was  completed  interiorly  this 
summer.  Many  hours  of  labor  by  both  pastor  and 
parishioners  have  made  the  House  of  God  a  place 
of  beauty.  Though  not  all  accessories  have  been 
procured,  it  is  hoped  that  it  will  not  be  too  long 
before  they  will  adorn  God's  home. 

Sodality  Notes 

New  oflEicers  for  Our  Lady's  Sodality  were 
elected  at  the  September  meeting.  Father  M., 
Director,  addressed  the  members  and  explained 
to  them,  the  end  and  nature  of  the  Sodality.  May 
the  high  ideals  placed  before  them  be  an  incentive 
to  strive  for  the  sanctity  of  their  own  lives  and 
that  of  their  neighbors. 

During  the  month  of  September  the  girls  en- 
joyed several  weiner  roasts  after  which  choir 
practice  was  held.  On  September  26tli  they  pre- 
sented a  tableau  of  the  Canadian  Martyrs. 

On  the  evening  of  September  7th  after  Bene- 
diction of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  the  fiance  of 
one  of  the  former  prefects  of  Our  Lady's  Sodality, 
made  his  profession  of  faith  in  Our  Chapel.  On 
the  following  day,  the  beautiful  Feast  of  the  Na- 
tivity of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Marj-.  their  marriage 


Covered  Wagon,  Vilna 

was  solemnized  in  the  Church.  Appropriate  hymns 
were  rendered  by  the  choir  for  the  occasion. 

October  Devotions 

Every  evening  during  October  devotions  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  were  held  in  the  Hospital 
Chapel.  While  our  hearts  turned  to  the  Lord  of 
the  Eucharist  present  on  the  altar  our  lips  sang: 

0  Queen  of  the  Holy  Rosary 
Oh!  bless  us  as  we  pray. 
And  offer  thee  our  roses 
In  garlands  day  by  day. 
While  from  our  Father's  garden 
With  loving  hearts  and  bold 
We  gather  to  thine  honour 
Buds  white,  and  red  and  gold. 

Mother  Nature  robed  herself  in  white  for  the 
Feast  of  Christ  the  King.  Immediately  after  High 
j\Iass  in  the  Church  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was 
exposed  for  the  day,  there  to  receive  our  adora- 
tion, reparation,  petitions  and  thanksgiving.  A 
Holy  Hour  from  four  to  five  o'clock,  was  closed 
by  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

To  serve  Him  is  to  reign  now  and  forever, 
Thy  Kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done. 
Long  live  Christ  the  King! 
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MEMORIES  THAT  LINGER 


OITR  i'irst  Vacation  School  of  last  summer 
opened  on  Dominion  Day,  but  the  holiday 
did  not  prevent  the  children  from  wel- 
coming us.  We  had  a  class  of  25,  of  which  only 
ten  lived  in  the  tOAvn ;  the  others  were  from  five 


Arriving  for  Uclijiioits  Insti'uction 


to  eleven  miles  distant.  I  liave  nevei-  taught  a 
group  of  children  quite  as  interesting.  The  seven 
little  First  Communicants  were  delighted  when 
they  were  told  each  one  would  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  telling  the  story  of  one  of  the  pictures 
on  the  "Jesus  and  I"  chart.  It  was  a  pleasure  to 
hear  them  do  this.  They  were  not  the  least  bit 
shy  and  loved  asking  the  class  ciuestions.  A  num- 
ber of  these  children  take  the  correspondence  les- 
sonsi  from  Regina,  and  it  is  easy  to  know  which 
ones  they  are,  after  asking  a  few  questions. 

First  Communion  Day  came  quickly,  but  to  the 
children  the  tv/o  weeks  would  seem  incomplete 
without  a  picnic.  Saturday  was  chosen  for  our 
day  of  fun  and  the  children  had  a  hearty  outdoor 
appetite  when  it  came  to  the  picnic  lunch.  They 
enjoyed  the  different  sports  such  as  relay  races, 
high  jumping,  etc.,  and  came  back  delighted  with, 
their  little  prizes. 

Sunday,  of  course,  was  THE  happy  Day.  IMass 
was  at  nine  o'clock  and  the  children  did  the  sing- 
ing, Avith  little  voices  that  were  ringing  with  hap- 
piness. After  Mass  one  little  First  Communicant 
was  waiting  for  me  with  something  special  to  say. 
When  she  finally  reached  me  this  was  the  message 
from  herself  and  her  Mother  who  spoke  very  little 
English:  "Sister,  we  want  to  thank  you  for  all 
you  did  for  me,  and  Mother  says  she  hopes  that 
God  will  let  j"ou  come  back  again  next  year."  Her 
Daddy  was  behind  her,  with  a  big  smile  and  her 
Alother  soon  appeared,  to  say  good-bye  to  "the 
Sister"  as  she  called  me. 


Our  next  class  consisted  of  38  children,  ten  be- 
ing First  Communicants.  One  little  girl,  very  tiny 
for  her  age,  kept  Sister  busy  with  unending 
questions.  After  having  them  practice  the  method 
of  going  to  Confession,  Sister  a.sked  little  Judy : 
"What  does  it  mean  to  tell  all  your  sins?"  "I 
don't  know,  Sister,"  was  the  reply.  "Well,  Judy," 
protested  Sister,  "after  all  my  explaining!  Does 
it  mean  that  you  tell  all  the  naughty  things  you 
did  to  the  priest?"  Judy,  horrified,  came  back 
with  a  speedy  answer:  "0 — h,  no-o.  Sister." 
Poor,  wee  tot!  She  probably  thought  the  Confes- 
sion Form  was  the  only  thing  necessary  for 
Confession. 

At  our  next  centre  we  had  a  class  of  65 — the 
classes  seemed  to  grow  larger  as  we  went  along. 
i\Iany  of  these  children  live  at  a  distance  and 
Father  drove  eight  of  them  back  and  forth  each 
day.  All  attended  Mass  every  morning  at  nine 
o'clock  and  classes  started  at  ten.  The  children 
sang  hymns  during  ilass,  with  one  of  our  pupils 
at  the  organ,  while  two  of  the  boys  served  Mass. 
Tliese  two  boys  were  so  anxious  to  learn  how  to 
serve  that  thej-  Avould  have  come  for  practice 
Three  times  a  da}'  if  they  had  been  asked.  It  was 
a  pleasure  to  teach  them.  After  practising  a  week 
one  of  them  came  to  Father,  sat  down  beside  him, 
and  with  a  big  sigh,  said:  "Father,  I  made  a  great 
big  mistake."  "What  is  it?"  asked  Father.  "I 
forgot  to  go  to  the  other  side  after  carrying  the 
book,  because  Tm  supposed  to  be  always  on  the 
side  opposite  the  book."  He  thought  he  had  made 
enough  mistakes,  and  this  one  was  just  a  little 
too  big. 

Tlicre  was  a  class  of  foiu-teen  for  First  Holy 
Communion.  On  the  Sunday  which  closed  the 
two  weeks  the  Church  was  crowded  up  to  the 
altar  rail.  I  had  never  seen  such  a  congregation 
in  one  little  eliurch.  All  our  pupils  went  to  Holy 
Communion  and  after  Mass  there  Avas  a  big  break- 
fast waiting  for  them  at  the  Rectory.  When 
breakfast  was  over  the  pupils  presented  Father 
with  a  spiritual  Bouquet,  and  thanked  him  for  all 
liis  many  kindnesses  to  them.  <i  n  S 
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FALL  FAIR  AT  CAMP  MORTON 


Impressions  of  a  New  Arrival 

AUGUST  T"),  194r),  will  always  be  a  memor- 
able day  in  my  life,  for  it  was  on  that 
date  that  T  ri?f'(!'ve(i  my  api)oinrmeut  to 
go  West.  Just  ten  years  ago  that  little  slogan ; 
■'Go  West,  Young  Girl"  caught  my  eye,  and  led 
me  to  the  Sisters  of  Service.  After  spending  ten 
years  in  Toronto  the  time  came  for  me  to  go  West 
— to  that  mission  about  which  I  had  heard  so 
many  interesting  incidents-  (.'amp  jMoit  Mi. 

I  arrived  here  on  August  2-!nd,  just  in  time  to 
help  take  in  the  wood  and  water.  The  following 
morning  Mr.  Sumpter  knocked  at  o\U'  door  to  ar- 
range for  the  judging  of  the  children's  vegetable 
gardens.  The  seeds  had  been  donated  by  His 
Grace,  Archbi.shop  Sinnott,  and  were  given  to  the 
pupils  of  the  three  schools  in  the  spring.  The 
children  prepared  the  soil,  planted  the  seed, 
weeded  and  thinned  the  gardens.  Now  they  were 
ready  for  the  final  inspection. 

We  set  out  at  1.30.  As  Berlo  district  is  the 
most  distant,  it  was  decided  to  go  there  first.  This 
gave  us  a  splendid  opportunity  of  meeting  many 
of  the  parents.  They  were  most  generous,  and 
each  had  to  give  us  something  from  the  garden. 
Besides  vegetables,  one  lady  gave  us  two  quarts 
of  cream,  a  chicken  and  a  duck.  So  we  had  a  very 
profitable  day. 

The  Garden  and  Poultry  Fair  was  held  in  Camp 
Morton  Hall,  September  22nd.  As  it  had  rained 
daily  for  two  weeks  the  roads  were  in  a  bad 
condition,  but  this  did  not  hinder  the  parents 
and  children  from  coming  many  miles.  At  nine 
o'clock  the  vegetables  and  pens  of  poultry  began 
to  arrive  by  truck,  by  car,  by  wagon  and  by  cart. 

The  Sisters  had  arranged  and  decollated  tables 
on  either  side  of  the  hall  for  the  display  of  vege- 
tables and  flowers,  while  along  the  front  were 
several  attractive  brightly-coloured  bird  houses. 
The  poultry  made  themselves  heard  at  the  back 
of  the  hall. 

At  two  o'clock  Mr.  E.  H.  Lange,  Agricultural 
Representative  and  Mr.  D.  C.  Foster,  Poultry 
Specialist,  ai-rived  to  judge  the  poultry.  They 
were  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Foster,  Miss  Muirhead 
(Sewing  Representative)  and  Miss  MacNeil  (Mr. 
Foster's  Secretary).  Mv.  Lange  and  Mr.  Foster 
were  both  pleased  with  the  fine  poultry  exhibited. 
Some  of  the  children  had  even  washed  the  feet 
of  their  birds  before  bringing  them  for  display. 
Each  school's  poultry  club  was  judged  separately 
and  then  the  winners  were  judged  against  each 
other.  Katherine  Gottfried  had  the  champion 
rooster,  Jerome  j\Iarks  the  champion  pullet,  and 


Louise  ^larks  the  champion  pen  (one  rooster 
and  three  pullets.) 

Mr.  Sumpter  and  Mr.  Lange  judged  the  vege- 
tables and  flowers.  In  the  evening  at  eight 
o'clock  the  presentation,  of  jirizes  took  place  and 


Archbishop  Sinnott  witli  the  cup-winner, 
Katherine  Gottfried 


the  presentation  of  the  cup.  Katherine  Gottfried 
won  the  cup  for  the  best  garden  and  vegetables. 
Father  Siezkarski  was  chairman.  After  the  prizes 
were  distributed  the  three  schools  put  on  a  com- 
bined concert.  This  was  followed  by  a  lunch, 
donated  and  served  by  the  ladies  of  the  parish. 
Then  followed  an  hour's  dancing.  The  music  was 
volunteered,  and  there  was  no  charge  for  any- 
thing. Mr.  Sirmpter  wished  to  make  it  a  real 
social  evening  for  the  people  of  the  district  to  get 
together  and  have  a  good  time.  It  was  a  success 
in  every  way.  So  much  so  that  !Mr.  Lange  invited 
us  to  a  fair  at  Stonewall  on  October  2Gth.  It  was 
an  open  fair  and  he  wanted  some  of  the  Poultry 
Club  members  to  enter  a  pullet  and  a  cockerel.  He 
also  asked  us  to  put  on  a  little  entertainment  at 
tlie  banquet  to  be  held  in  the  evening. 

His  Grace  loaned  us  the  truck.  Joe  Rostek 
drove  it,  with  the  chickens  in  the  back  and  three 
boys  in  front.  Stanley  jMarks,  of  Berlo,  drove 
j\[r.  fl  Eires  and  five  boys.  We  took  eight  small 
girls  in  our  car.  The  day  at  Stonewall  was  edu- 
cational as  well  as  enjoyable.  Katherine  Gott- 
fried's rooster  won  third  prize  out  of  26  entries. 
Mr.  Lange  thought  that  was  very  good  in  compe- 
tition with  farmers  of  the  district. 


THE  POWER  OF  FOKGETTIXG  IS  THE  GREAT  SECRET  OP  STRONG  AM)  CREATIVE  CHARACTERS. 
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The  banquet,  whs  held  in  the  Anglican  ehurcli 
hall.  There  were  abont  ten  important  men  from 
Winnipeg  there.  Five  of  them  gave  speeciies  and 
oar  entertainment  was  put  on  between  speakers. 
Jerome  Marks  and  Bernard  Rostek  played  the 
violin  and  guitar.  Katherine  Gottfried,  Jean 
Keller  and  Gweu  Peterson  did  the  Highland  Fling 
and  a  tap  dance  (the  boys  played  for  them) 
and  the  three  girls  and  Sigrid  Suhr  did  some  acro- 
batics. S.O.S. 


OUR  BIT 

(Continued  from  Page  6) 

mean  task  of  cutting  new  linoleum  pads  with  the 
potato  knife,  the  office  shears,  the  meat  saw  and 
the  axe.  The  late  afternoon  silence  was  disturbed 
by  the  sound  of  steady  hammering.  At  last,  just 
when  the  supper  bell  was  about  to  ring,  Sisters 
J.  and  M.  called  in  triumph,  "Come  all  ye  faith- 
ful, and  behold  our  handiwork.  This  is  a  real  job." 
The  remnant  of  the  community  gathered  around 
and  gazed  doAvn  at  the  two  jubilant  hammerers. 
Said  Sister  h.  in  a  tone  of  disgust,  "Why,  you  two 
have  put  in  twice  as  many  NAILS  as  the  others 
iiad  tacks."  "Well,"  retorted  Sister  J.  indignantly, 
"We  had  to  nse  the  little  nails  that  came  with  the 
stripping,  didn't  we?"  "Good  gracious,  no.  The 
man  didn't  measnre  out  the  nails  like  eggs,  he 
threw  two  or  three  handfuls  into  the  bag.  lie  didn't 
expect  to  use  them  all."  Utterly  subdued,  crushed, 
and  weary,  the  two  pad  layers  washed  their  grimy 
hands  and  repaired  to  the  dining  room  with  no 
further  comments  on  the  stupidity  of  their  pre- 
decessors. (Not  being  one  of  the  hamanerers,  I 
wish  to  add  that  the  stairs  do  look  nice.) 

Cock-a-doodle-doo 

The  rooster  jiroblem  began  one  night,  after  most 
of  the  sisters  had  retired  to  rest,  and  only  two 
were  left  finishing  their  devotions  in  the  chapel. 
The  door  bell  rang.  Sister  H.  went  down,  un- 
locked two  doors  and  found  herself  face  to  face, 
or  rather  face  to  waist  with  a  tall  young  man 
holding  in  his  arms  a  very  large  carton,  which  he 
placed  on  the  floor  in  front  of  her,  saying:  "These 
birds  Avere  sent  to  ,you  by  Mr.  Z. — .  I  had  to  go 
ten  miles  out  of  my  way  to  get  them.  Where'll  I 
put  them?"  "Are  they  alive?"  gasped  Sister  H., 
hearing  a  slight  movement  inside  the  box.  "Yes. 
they're  alive.  Shall  I  put  them  in  the  basement?" 
responded  the  visitor." 

The  following  morning,  while  the  connnunitv 
was  deep  in  silent  prayer  in  the  chapel,  a  sudden 
cock-a-doodle-doo  broke  the  holy  silence.  There 
was  a  slight  movement  among  the  sisters,  but 
only  one  was  aware  of  the  fearful  fact  that  five 
male  birds  had  taken  up  residence  in  the  convent. 
An  hour  later,  as  the  sisters,  one  by  one,  gravely 
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walked  down  the  frout  hall  on  their  wa.v  to 
breakfast,  a  perfect  chorus  of  crowing  in  bass, 
tenor  and  falsetto,  caused  them,  like  the  Lad.v  of 
Shallott,  to  stand  and  stiffen  as  if  the  curse  had 
come  upon  them,  and  ask  in  tones  of  "it  can't 
happen  here,"  "Are  THEY  in  this  house?"  To 
v.'hich  question,  Sister  H.  with  misery  in  her  eye, 
nodded  an  affirmation. 

After  breakfast,  the  situation  was  reviewed 
and  much  discussion  took  place  as  to  how  to 
meet  it.  A  box  of  roosters  in  the  basement  wait- 
ing to  be  killed  and  no  one  in  the  house  willing 
to  undertake  the  otfice  of  executioner!  One 
thought  it  cruel  to  keep  them  imprisoned  in  a  box 
without  food;  another  maintained  that  birds 
sliould  not  be  fed  just  before  killing.  The  first 
held  out  for  water,  at  least.  It  was  finally  passed 
unanimously  that  the  carton  should  be  transport- 
ed to  the  back  yard,  the  roosters  removed,  tied, 
each  by  a  leg  to  a  post  and  given  water  to  drink, 
while  more  thoiight  was  given  to  their  mode  of 
execution.  Sister  B.  removed  one  bird  from  the 
carton.  Sister  A.  tied  his  leg.  Then  while  she 
held  him  down  with  her  foot.  Sister  B.  secured 
the  string  to  the  post.  During  this  proceeding, 
two  others  seized  the  opportunity  which  presented 
itself,  to  make  their  escape  into  the  garden.  This 
was  an  invitation  for  Sister  J.  who  was  on  the 
A'erandah,  to  come  down  in  pursuit,  armed  with 
a  pitch  fork  (it  being  the  nearest  implement  and 
the  most  useless),  while  Sisters  A.  and  B..  one 
with  a  hoe,  the  other  Avith  a  rake,  stood  poised, 
ready  to  crush  to  earth,  whichever  chanticleer 
was  ra.'^h  enough  to  come  within  striking  distance, 
f'ock  number  two  thus  met  his  doom.  In  less  time 
than  it  takes  to  tell  he  found  himself  a  member 
of  the  ball  and  chain  gang.  Cock  number  three 
presented  a  greater  problem.  He  aimed  at  jumping 
tiie  fence,  hwt  eventuall.v  the  cliase  came  to  an  end 
Avith  Sister  PI.  the  Avinnor.  The  remaining  pair,  too 
aAve-struck  to  utter  a  ci-ow.  made  no  notable  pro- 
Tost,  as  they  Avere  dragged  forth  to  join  their 
mates. 

NoAv  that  the  tremendous  task  of  removing  five 
roosters  from  a  box  and  tying  them  to  a  post  had 
been  accomplished,  a  second  family  gathering  was 
held  in  the  office  to  decide  on  Avhat  means  Avere 
to  be  employed  in  doing  to  death  the  frisky  cocks. 
After  some  phoning  to  various  friends.  Ave  Avere 
fortunate  in  securing  the  assistance  of  a  clerical 
brother  of  one  of  the  sisters,  Avho  happened  to  be 
in  tOAvn  for  the  day. 

One  of  his  hobbies  being  hiinting,  he  possessed 
the  equipment.  Avhich  he  alAva.A\s  carried  in  his 
car.  for  doing  to  death  even  larger  creatures  than 
cocks.  Not  many  minutes  after  his  arrival,  the 
J'ive  Avhite  roosters  lay  motionless  on  the  base- 
ment floor.  We  Avere  uoav  faced  only  Avith  the 
very  minor  problem  of  preparing  them  for  the 
]iot. 

S.O.S. 


— THE  THING  WHICH  KEEPS  YOU  FROM  liOOKING  AHE.Al)  TO  SEE  HOW  THE  STORY  ENDS. 
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Mission  Intention  for  the  Month  of  January,  1946 


"Peace  in  the  Orient" 

AS  ONE  view's  the  trend  of  e\ents  during  the 
past  year  he  appreciates  anew  the  world- 
embrachag  interest  and  concern  of  the 
Holy  See  for  all  peoples  for  whom  the  Blood  of 
the  Redeemer  Avas  shed.  As  a  ease  in  point  let  ns 
consider  the  Mission  Intentions  for  the  past 
twelve  months.  Without  exception  they  were  de- 
voted to  the  dit¥ercnt  phases  of  the  apostolate 
among  the  IMohammedans.  Certainly  recent  de- 
velopments in  the  Avorld  of  Islam,  its  nationalistic 
aspirations,  its  extended  territorial  claims,  all 
prove  the  wisdom  and  far-sightedness  of  the  Holy 
See  in  this  regard. 

Now,  as  the  New  Year  davv-ns.  a  call  goes  forth 
from  Christ's  Vicar  for  renewed  interest  in  "peace 
in  the  Orient."  The  most  casual  perusal  of  today's 
headlines  gives  ample  proof  that  this  is  a  most 
timely  subject  for  prayerful  intercession,  for  act- 
ually the  signing  of  the  peace  treaty  seems  to  have 
unlocked  a  new  Pandora's  box  of  unrest,  intrigue 
and  upheaval  in  the  Far  East.  As  one  student 
of  oriental  affairs  stated  recently:  "By  signing 
the  treaty  Japan  insured  the  continviation  of  her 
policies  because  she  was  certain  that  the  seed 
planted  by  her  'Asia  for  Asiatics'  program  would 
eventually  bear  abundant  fruit." 

The  Unknown  Factor 

Undoubtedly  Hiissia  occiipied  little  or  no  place 
in  Japan's  "Greater  East  Asia  Co-Prosperity 
Sphere,"  but  subsequent  events  proved  that  the 
enigmatic  Kremlin  was  poised  and  ready  to  use 
that  plan  as  a  springboard  for  enlarged  activity. 
For  more  than  three  years  after  our  entry  into 
the  Pacific  AVar  Russia  maintained  strict  neutral- 
ity in  regard  to  Japan.  However  she  had  not  been 


idle  in  the  interim.  Her  strongholds  in  Mongolia 
were  eidarged,  and,  when  the  tide  of  battle  turn- 
ed, her  troops  were  tramping  across  Manchukuo 
and  racing  down  the  Korean  peninsula,  to  which 
she  had  long  east  envious  eyes  for  ports  other 
than  ice-locked  Vladivostok. 

It  is  now  possible  also  to  launch  new  and  more 
vigorous  demands  upon  China.  Yenan  no  longer 
l  emains  the  stronghold  of  communism  as  the  pre- 
sent clashes  indicate.  Not  only  is  the  Kremlin 
demanding  a  controlling  hand  in  shaping  the 
destinies  of  post-war  Nippon  but  would  seem 
desirous  of  transforming  China  into  another  of 
the  republics  of  the  Soviet  Union. 

In  southeastern  Asia,  including  Indo-China, 
Burma,  India,  Malaya,  the  seeds  of  the  "Asia  for 
Asiatics"  are  developing  into  veritable  grapes  of 
wrath,  which  threaten  to  have  serious  results 
upon  post-war  mission  work.  Unrest,  uprising 
and  bloodshed  mark  the  dawn  of  peace  in  these 
densely  populated  countries.  In  addition,  the  call 
for  a  "holy  war"  is  once  more  echoing  through 
the  Mo.slem  ranks  with  the  same  clarity  it  sound- 
ed thirteen  centuries  ago. 

Perhaps  in  the  ways  of  Divine  Providence  these 
events  will  eventually  prove  boomerangs,  react- 
ing in  a  totally  different  manner  from  which  they 
were  intended.  Perhaps,  also,  they  may  presage 
a  new  era  in  Church  history,  which,  opening  in 
turmoil,  may  close  in  tranquility  and  order.  How- 
ever, to  insure  this  latter  result  The  Society  for 
the  Propagation  of  the  Faith  urges  the  faithful 
of  the  United  States  to  unite  with  the  Holy  See 
in  praying  for  "peace  in  the  Orient." 

Right  Rev.  Msgr.  Thomas  J.  McDonnell, 
National  Director  The  Society 
for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 
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QUEST  FOR 

WAITING  her  cue  iii  the  win^,  Diana  Can- 
ari,  soprano  opera  star,  silently  reproach- 
ed herself  for  her  evident  discomfiture. 
True,  there  always  was  some  semblance  of  ner- 
vousness present  before  each  performance.  That 
was  quite  natural  and  something  to  be  expected. 
According  to  some  authorities,  this  inevitable 
tension  occurring  immediately  preceding  a  public 
performance  spurred  the  performer  to  do  his  ut- 
most by  the  fact  of  giving  birth  to  doubt  con- 
cerning his  abilities.  "But  this,"  she  thought, 
"is  worse  than  usual."  Then  consoling  herself, 
she  added  mentally,  "After  all,  though,  when 
one  is  about  to  make  a  final  appearance  there's 
bound  to  be  an  unusual  degree  of  excitement." 
Ah,  the  signal  at  last !  Slowly  she  stepped  into 
the  glare  of  the  lighted  stage. 

Queer  how  the  sight  of  the^ crowded  auditor- 
ium, the  orchestra,  put  o)ie  at  ease.  With  a 
preliminary^  inaudible  humming  she  waited  for 
the  exact  measure,  then  burst  into  her  rendition 
of  the  aria.  The  audience  sat  spell-bound  as 
usual  when  this  promising  young  star  performed. 
Music  critics  predicted  a  great  future  for  this 
young  "find,"  veteran  of  but  one  season.  After 
a  while,  like  the  gentle  rippling  of  a  mountain 
stream,  the  melodious  notes  softly  receded  into 
insignificance.  Diana  had  finished  her  part,  and 
her  career.  There  was  that  appreciable  pause  of 
silence  when  the  piece  was  ended.  Then  the 
house  burst  into  enthusiastic  applause. 

Diana  retreated  ofP-stage,  returned  time  and 
again  to  acknowledge  the  plaudits.  Then  no 
more.  Gradually  the  clapping  subsided.  Slowly 
she  made  her  way  to  the  dressing  room.  It 
hadn't  been  as  difficult  as  it  promised  to  be,  this 
breaking  away  from  opera.  In  her  room,  she 
sank  wearily  into  a  chair,  closed  her  eyes,  sighed. 
Her  peaceful  posture  was  soon  interrupted.  An- 
other young  lady  entered,  without  knocking. 
She,  too,  was  a  member  of  the  company.  Hands 
akimbo,  she  stood  before  Diana,  a  veritable 
thunder-cloud. 

"Diana  Canari,  what  is  this  nonsense  I  hear 
about  your  giving  up,  quitting,  dropping  out 
and  all  other  sjmonymous  terms?"  Diana  smiled 
at  this  attempt  at  scolding,  for  she  and  Helen, 
the  best  of  friends,  found  it  difficult  to  reprove 
each  other. 

"That's  right,  Helen,  only  you  weren't  su])- 
posed  to  find  out  yet." 

"That's  what  peeved  me,  getting  the  infor- 
mation second-hand.  What's  the  matter,  don't 
you  trust  me?"  she  asked  ehidingly.  Diana 
laughed.   Helen  continued:    "Come  on,  what's  it 

IT  IS  (iOOT) 


HAPPINESS 

all  about,  Di?"  She  placed  herself  precariously 
on  the  arm  of  Diana's  chair. 

"Just  what  you  heard,  Helen.  To-night  was 
my  last." 

A  momentary  silence,  then,  "But  why?  Here 
you  have  the  opportunity  of  a  lifetime  and  you 
want  to  drop  it  like  a  hot  cake.  Maybe  I'm 
thickheaded,  but  I  still  don't  understand.  Again 
I  ask,  why?" 

The  answer  was  simple,  concise.  "I've  decid- 
ed it  isn't  for  me." 

"Not  for  you?  But  you've  got  everything  ne- 
cessary, Di.  Looks,  voice,  acting  ability.  That's 
all  that  matters." 

"Think  it  over,  Helen.  Is  that  all  that  mat- 
ters? I'll  agree  with  you  as  regards  qualifica- 
tions for  the  opera,  but  is  that  really  all  that 
matters?"      Her  tone  was  grave. 

"What  are  you  driving  at,  Di?  I'm  afraid 
I  don't  get  you." 

Diana  seemed  to  change  the  subject  of  con- 
versation. "Helen,"  she  asked  seriously,  "just 
what  is  your  ambition  in  life?" 

Somewhat  taken  aback  at  this  apparently  ir- 
relevant question,  Helen  was  slow  in  replying. 
"Oh,  I  don't  know.  The  same  as  everyone  else's 
I  guess." 

"And  what  is  that?"  Diana  persisted. 
"Health,    independence,    security,    a  good 
time.  .  ." 

"In  other  words  happiness,  is  it  not?"  Diana 
interpreted. 

"I  suppose  so.  But  why  so  philosophical? 
And  anyway,  what  has  all  that  to  do  with  what 
we  started  to  talk  about?" 

"Just  this.  Helen.  I,  too,  want  happiness," 
Diana  replied  earnestly. 

"Well,  then,  for  goodness  sakes,  why  are  you 
giving  up  this  chance?" 

"That's  just  the  point.  I  don't  think  that  I 
could  really  be  happy  following  this  career.  Oh, 
sure,  I'm  thrilled  and  excited  by  all  the  praise 
iind  flattering  publicity  throws  my  way  now. 
But  how  long  will  it  last?  A  little  cold,  per- 
haps, then  complications,  and  presto!  What  have 
you?  A  has-been.  The  voices  wail  a  requiem  of 
I-told-you-sos.  No,  Helen.  I  want  something 
that  offers  me  a  little  more  satisfaction,  security, 
and,  above  all,  contentment." 

"Well,  for  the  love  of  Mike!"  Helen  began 
in  astonishment,  "Are  you  sure  you're  feeling 
well?"  she  ended  with  some  concern. 

Diana  laughed.  "I  feel  perfect,  Helen,  and 
I'm  glad  to  see  that  you  understand." 

"Understand,  my  foot!"   Helen  stood  up  im- 
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patiently.  "You're  just  tired,"  she  groaned. 
"In  the  morning  you'll  not  even  remember  what 
you  said." 

"Maybe  not.    But  it  won't  change  my  mind." 
Helen  shook  her  head  incredulously.  "You're 
really  in  earnest  about  this?"  she  asked. 
"I'm  afraid  I  am." 

"But  what  in  the  world  are  you  going  to  do?" 

"This  might  seem  strange  to  you,  but  I've 
decided  to  take  up  nursing.  The  profession  has 
always  appealed  to  me.  It  atfords  an  opportun- 
ity to  be  of  positive  use  to  others." 

"I  suppose  it's  no  use  my  trying  to  change 
your  mind?" 

Diana  smiled  back.  "You  suppose  correctly," 
she  answered  lightly. 

"Wait  a  minute,"  Helen  exclaimed  hopefully. 
"What  has  Mr.  Horne  to  say  about  this  brain- 
storm of  yours?  You're  under  contract,  you 
know." 

"That's  right.    But  he's  been  kind  enough  to 
release  me  from  the  terms." 

Awkward  silence.  Finally,  s'hrugging  re- 
signedly, Helen  uttered,  "Well,  that's  that. 
You're  the  boss."  She  glanced  at  her  watch. 
"I'd  better  be  going.  Frank  is  supposed  to  call 
for  me  in  ten  minutes."  At  the  door  she  turned 
and  added,  "I'll  drop  around  to-morrow  for  a 
final  tete-H-tete." 

Three  years  later,  enroute  home,  Diana,  now 
a  qualified  nurse,  mentally  reviewed  the  events 
of  her  life  since  she  had  abandoned  her  promis- 
ing operatic  career.  The  break  had  been  difficult 
at  first.  The  entrance  into  the  training  course 
hadn't  been  too  rosy,  either.  Study,  classes,  prac- 
tical application  of  theoretical  knowledge,  tire- 
some duty  turns,  all  took  their  toll  of  strength, 
patience  and  perseverance.  But.  with  the  passing 
of  the  months  repetition  accustomed  her  to  the 
pace  and  the  daily  routine,  though  monotonous, 
became  a  source  of  interesting  pleasure. 

Inconvenience  and  fatigue  were  amply  com- 
pensated for  by  the  patients'  expressions  of  re- 
lief and  comfort  which  her  ministrations  pro- 
duced. Yet,  as  time  went  on,  though  she  found 
consolation  in  her  work,  there  seemed  to  be  some- 
thing yet  wanting.  She  felt  that  a  greater  sacri- 
fice was  demanded.  The  thought  became  an  ob- 
session with  her.  Finally,  after  months  of  strug- 
gling with  the  problem  alone,  she  sought  the 
prudent  advice  of  the  hospital  chaplain.  Under 
his  careful  guidance  a  definite  decision  was 
reached.  Only  two  obstacles  were  yet  to  be  re- 
moved, her  parents  and  Tom.  She  was  sure  of 
victory  in  both  cases,  but  dreaded  the  thought 
of  actually  announcing  her  decision.  She  rea- 
lized that  there  woiild  be  strenuous  opposition, 
but  her  mind  was  made  up.  She  was  determined 
to  follow  her  call. 

***** 

BETTER  TO  KNOW  THE  TRUTH  AND  SPEAK  OF 


They  walked  along  in  silence,  this  j'oung  man 
and  his  companion,  side  by  side,  with  reluctant 
steps.  The  moon  shone  clear  as  crystal.  A  cool 
breeze  gently  rustled  the  leaves  of  the  branches 
overhead.  In  an  effort  to  make  conversation  the 
girl  spoke. 

"A  very  good  comedy,  wasn't  it,  Tom?" 
An  uncomfortable  pause,  then  a  listless 
"Very."  Once  more  that  quiet,  broken  only  by 
the  echoes  of  their  footsteps.  She  spoke  again, 
almost  impatiently,  irritated  by  her  companion's 
attitude. 

"Snap  out  of  it,  Tom.  Don't  be  so  childish!" 
"Childish !"  He  spoke  as  in  a  dream.  ".  .  Yes, 
I  suppose  so."  Then  bitterly  he  voiced  his  pent- 
up  sentiments.  "Haven't  I  a  right  to  be  child- 
i.sh?  For  years  we've  been  friends,  grown  up 
together,  with  the  self-same  interests.  Daily 
I  looked  forward,  hopefully,  to  the  day  when 
we  would  be  .  ." 

Diana  interrupted  hastily.  "Tom,  please!" 
He  continued,  disregarding  her  plea.  "Every- 
thing I  did  affected  in  some  way  my  plans  for 
our  future.  My  promotion  in  the  firm  strengthen- 
ed my  hopes.  It  was  something  I  could  offer  you. 
Then  came  the  first  of  those  events  that  have 
thrown  life  into  a  turmoil.  You  accepted  that 
opera  contract — God  knows  I  didn't  begrudge 
you  the  opportunity — and  soon  found  out  it 
wasn't  for  you.  Then  your  enthusiasm  for  nurs- 
ing, and  now  .  .  this.  This  .  .  final,  decisive 
change  as  you  describe  it.  In  a  few  days  you'll 
be  lost  for  good." 

"Not  forever,  Tom.  We'll  always  be  the  best 
of  friends." 

"Friends?"  His  tone  mocked  the  significance 
of  the  word.  "Can't  you  see  that  ...  Oh,  what's 
the  use,  Di?  Good  Lord,  why  does  this  have  to 
happen  this  way.  Why  does  it  have  to  happen 
to  us?" 

"Can't  you  see  that  it's  the  only  way,  Tom? 
The  best  way  for  both  of  us?"  Diana  spoke  sin- 
cerely. "We'd  not  be  happy  together,  Tom. 
You  would  never  be  satisfied  with  me,  knowing 
that  my  thoughts  were  elsewhere,  nor  I  with  you, 
for  I  too  would  realize  I  was  a  misfit.  It's  only 
fair  to  both  of  us  that  this  be  so." 

"I'm  willing  to  chance  it,"  he  insisted.  "Why 
shouldn't  you?    If  you  love  me.  .  ." 

"We've  gone  over  that  too,  Tom.  Certainly 
I  care  for  you,  but  not  in  the  way  that  would 
make  marriage  the  success  it  should  be.  My 
heart  would  be  elsewhere.  Maybe  I  could  better 
say  that  I  care  for  you  too  much.  Yes,  so  much 
that  I  Avouldn't  want  to  ruin  your  life.  We  must 
be  reasonable  about  the  whole  affair.  Our  future 
is  at  stake,  both  the  temporal  and  spiritual.  One 
false  step  and  we  run  the  risk  of  losing  in  either 
direction." 

He  grasped  at  the  apparent  straw.  "Then 
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how  do  you  know  that  you  aren't  being  unrea- 
sonable, that  your  decision  is  the  right  one?" 

"Because  I've  thought  it  out  carefully  during 
these  last  few  months." 

Again  that  anguished  silence.  "Last  few 
months?"  His  tone  was  scornful.  "I've  hoped 
for  the  last  five  years." 

"Tom,  you're  not  making  it  very  pleasant  or 
easy  for  me."   Her  voice  trembled. 

"I'm  sorry,  Di,"  Tom  answered,  repentant. 
"Forgive  me.  I'm  in  such  a  state  that  .  .  .  "Well, 
I  just  can't  help  saying  what  I  am  saying,"  he 
added  vindicatingly. 

"You'll  get  over  it  in  time,"  Diana  ventured. 
"Some  where,  some  day  you'll  meet  the  right  girl 
and  .  .  ," 

"Yes,  and  end  up  the  same  way.  No  thanks. 
This  is  my  first  and  last  venture  in  this  field. 
I  thought  I  had  found  the  right  girl,  but  .  .  . 
well,  that's  life." 

Fortunately  they  had  reached  her  home  and 
this  spared  her  the  necessity  of  replying  to  the 
discomforting  insinuation.  Instead  she  exclaim- 
ed lightly.    "End  of  the  line." 

They  lingered  at  the  gate.  "That's  right,"  he 
echoed.  "End  of  the  line  and  the  end  of  all 
I've  hoped  for." 

"Don't  be  so  tragic,"  she  chided.  "You'll 
frighten  me  if  you're  not  careful.  After  all,  it 
isn't  as  if  we  wouldn't  see  each  other  again." 

"I'm  leaving  for  the  west  coast  to-morrow 
morning  on  business  for  the  firm,"  Tom  began 
slowly.  "I  expect  to  be  gone  about  two  months, 
so  that  when  I  return  .  .  it  will  have  taken  place. 


Perhaps  that  will  tend  to  alleviate  the  pain  in 
some  measure." 

"Oh!  I'm  sorry,  Tom.  I'd  never  thought  of 
that,"  she  continued,  haltingly.  "Then  this  is 
.  .  good-bye?" 

"Yes.    This  is  good-bye!" 

Silence  as  loud  as  thunder.  "Won't  you  at 
least  come  in  and  say  hello  as  well  as  good-bye 
to  Mother  and  Dad?" 

"No.  You  do  that  for  me.  It  might  only 
complicate  matters  if  I  Avent  in."  He  held  out 
his  hand.  "Good-bye,  Diana,  and  the  best  of 
luck  to  you.  I'll  be  rooting  for  you  since  you're 
bent  on  going  through  with  it.  And  .  .  I  really 
hope  and  wish  that  you  will  be  happy.  If  .  .  if 
you  should  change  your  mind,  you  know  I'll 
be  here." 

She  took  his  hand.  "Good-bye,  Tom,"  her 
lips  whispered.  Kaising  herself  to  full  height, 
she  kissed  him,  turned  and  fled  silently  into  the 
house. 

He  stood  looking  after  her  as  she  ran  up  the 
steps.  The  door  closed,  and  with  it  a  chapter 
in  life  was  ended.  He  shrugged  in  resignment. 
turned  and  walked  away,  musing.  Life  certain- 
ly had  its  ups  and  downs.  Who  would  have 
thought  this  would  have  turned  out  as  it  did. 
For  years  people  had  been  commenting  about  the 
"nice  couple"  Tom  and  Diana  made,  and  their 
marriage  Avas  a  taken-for-granted  affair  of  the 
future.  And  now  .  .  now  it  appeared  as  a  dream, 
rudely  and  definitely  interrupted.  But  then, 
Christ  was  a  Bridegroom  infinitely  more  accept- 
able.   It  availed  little  to  compete  with  Him. 

By  J.J.S. 
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0nv  iSetD  Carbinal 

A  thrill  of  exultation  and  justifiable  pride  came  to  the 
country  and  the  Church  on  December  23rd  when  news  was 
received  of  the  appointment  of  Archbishop  McGuigan  to  the 
College  of  Cardinals.  Toronto  is  the  accepted  metropolis  of 
English-speaking  Canada.  It  was  fitting,  therefore,  that  this 
city  should  be  the  See  of  the  new  Cardinal.  From  this  centre 
his  influence  will  radiate  throughout  the  Dominion.  For  the 
Cardinalate  is  a  public  recognition  by  Rome  of  the  importance 
of  the  country  and  of  the  See  to  which  it  is  granted. 

To  the  vast  chorus  of  felicitations  which  has  been  offered 
our  new  Cardinal,  the  Sisters  of  Service  wish  to  add  their  heart- 
felt congratulations.  As  the  Archbishop  of  "  Toronto  is  our 
Ecclesiastical  Superior  we  have  a  special  claim  on  his  protective 
interest.  Ever  since  his  early  life  in  the  ministry  Cardinal  Mc- 
Guigan has  taken  an  active  interest  in  the  organization  of  our 
Institute.  He  was  in  Edmonton  as  Vicar  General  when  our  first 
missions  were  opened  in  Alberta.  When  transferred  to  Regina, 
one  of  his  first  acts  was  to  call  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  his  Dio- 
cese where  we  opened  a  centre  for  religious  instruction  by  mail. 

We  rejoice  at  the  signal  honour  which  has  crowned  Car- 
dinal McGuigan's  long  years  of  unselfish  devotion  to  the  Church 
in  Canada,  and  our  daily  prayer  and  sincere  wish  will  ever  be 

"GOD   BLESS  OUR  CARDINAL!" 
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make  oF  me? 


rmr  HE  first  question  is  almost  a  doubt.  The  second  is 
-1^  the  prelude  to  ambition.  The  third  is  a  prayer 
that  brings  God  into  consultation  and  turns  the  future 
into  the  achievement  of  God  and  myself. 

Some  men  and  women  stumble  into  life.  Often 
they  fall  flat  on  their  faces. 

Some  people  use  life  as  a  sort  of  puss  in  the  corner 
— a  cute  child's  game,  but  no  sport  for  a  grownup.  End- 
less jumping  about  is  not  progress. 

Some  people  plan  life  so  carefully  that  the  slightest 
upset  throws  them  into  total  confusion. 

Some  people  pray  over  the  future,  plan  the  future 
with  God  and  real  happiness  in  mind,  write  the  in- 
ventory of  their  own  gifts,  balance  their  gains  carefully, 
look  toward  the  ultimate  goal  

And  to  them  God  speaks  clearly,  and  their  answer 
is  a  confident  mastery  of  life. — Queen's  Work. 
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Where  They  Made  Their  Last  Stand 


SOME  three  miles  off  the  mainland  lies  an 
island  bathed  by  the  waters  of  Lake  Hnron. 
At  first  sight  it  appears  to  be  jnst  one  of 
the  many  islands  that  dot  the  Georgian  Bay.  But 
to  one  who  knows  its  history  a  halo  crowns  and 
points  it  out  for  our  veneration.  It  hovers  on  the 
horizon  as  a  floating  tomb  that  marks  the  tragedy 
of  Huronia.  The  shadows  of  our  Canadian  Mav- 
tyrs  still  seem  to  flit  over  its  wooded  .shores. 
"Cliristian  Island"  is  the  significant  name  by 
which  it  is  known  on  the  map  of  Ontario.  For 
there  Christianity,  that  had  been  brought  to  the 
wilds  of  Huronia  by  the  French  Jesuit  Mission- 
aries, made  its  last  stand.  In  the  history  of  the 
Church  in  Canada  this  island  will  ever  remain  a 
sanctuary  of  hallowed  memories.  To  grasp  and 
feel  the  sacredness  of  its  holy  soil,  one  must  see 
it  in  the  perspective  of  history. 

March  16,  1649,  was  the  day  of  martyrdom  for 
St.  John  de  Brebeuf  and  St.  Gabriel  Lalemant. 
This  took  place  at  their  St.  Ignatius'  Mission. 
Father  Campbell,  S.J.,  in  his  "Pioneer  Priests  of 
North  America"  sums  it  up  in  this  graphic  pass- 
age. "Thus  died  John  de  Brebeuf  at  the  age  of 
fiftynsix.  It  was  the  16th  of  March,  1649,  a  day 
ever  memorable  in  the  annals  of  Canada.  Around 
his  corpse  danced  the  mob  of  shrieking  savages, 
reeking  with  his  blood,  and  Avith  mor.sels  of  his 
flesh  in  their  teeth;  beyond  was  the  burning  vill- 
age of  St.  Louis,  from  which  he  had  been  taken, 
and  standing  over  him  was  his  frail  and  delicate 
companion,  Gabriel  Lalemant,  all  bloody  and 
wrapped  in  the  inflammable  bark  which  was  soon 
to  consume  his  flesh.  Lalemant  gazed  upon  his 
beloved  Father,  lying  in  the  snow  at  his  feet  and 
waited  for  his  own  sacrifice  which  was  to  be 
more  terrible  than  that  of  Brebeuf." 


The  blessed  remains  of  the  Martyrs  were  car- 
ried in  solemn  procession  out  of  the  blackened 
ruins  of  St.  Ignatius,  along  the  trail  that  led  to 
St.  Mary's.  There  on  Sunday,  March  21st,  they 
were  buried  by  their  surviving  confreres  within 
the  precincts  of  that  Mother  House  of  their  Hu- 
ronian  Missions. 

"A  few  months  later,  on  the  14th  of  Jvxne,  1649, 
the  bodies  were  disinterred  when  St.  Mary's  Avas 
abandoned.  The  flesh  was  removed  from  the 
bones,  wdiich  Avere  then  carefully  dried  and  Avrap- 
ped  in  silk  and  carried  to  the  Island  of  St.  Joseph, 
(noAV  Christian  Island)."  Before  leaving  Fort  Ste. 
Marie  they  set  fire  to  the  buildings  so  that  they 
might  not  serve  as  a  refuge  and  a  bastion  to  their 
enemies,  the  ferocious  Iroquois.  As  they  floated 
aAvay  on  a  raft,  Avith  Avhat  anguish  must  they 
have  seen  in  the  distance  the  red  gloAv  of  the 
flames  that  consumed  St.  Mary's,  their  most  pros- 
perous and  promising  Mission !  The  effort  of 
years  Avas  going  up  in  smoke. 

In  the  early  morning  of  June  10,  1650,  hounded 
by  famine  and  by  the  incessant  attacks  of  the 
Iroquois,  the  Fathers  and  about  three  hundred 
Hurons  abandoned  that  Island  Avhere  they  had 
taken  refuge.  "The  fleeing  Fathers  carried  the 
precious  relies  of  the  MartA^-s  to  Quebec.  On  ac- 
count of  the  length  and  difficirlty  of  the  journey 
the.A'  could  not  take  any  more  than  a  part  of  the 
venerable  remains." 

From  this  testimony  of  Father  Martin  Ave  are 
alloAved  to  conclude  that  the  greater  part  of  the 
relics  of  our  holy  Martyrs  yet  lie  buried  some- 
AA^here  on  Christian  Island.  But  hoAV  silent  and 
forgotten  is  toda.y  that  island  AAdiich  Avitnessed 
three  centuries  ago  the  last  heroic  stand  of  our 
Jesuit  Missionaries  !  On  the  shore,  lost  in  the  bush. 


CUSTOM  WITHOUT  REAiSON  IS  BUT  AT^  ANCIENT  KRRiOR, 
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may  yet  be  seen  the  reimiants,  today  mere  rubble, 
of  what  was  the  last  mission  of  Huronia.  These 
stones  are  silent  reminders  of  a  heroic  past.  They 
mark  one  of  those  defeats  in  the  apostolic  fields 
of  the  Church  which  God  in  His  loving  Providence 
makes  a  stepping  stone  to  ultimate  victory.  The 
blood  of  the  martyrs  has  always  been  the  seed 
from  which  springs  an  abundant  harvest. 

"When  on  a  beautiful. summer's  evening  we  walk 
along  the  silent  shores  of  Christian  Island  the 
tragic  and  yet  glorious  past  of  Huronia  seems  to 
crowd  in  upon  us  and  a  prayer  to  our  beloved 
Martyrs  weFs  ur»  from  the  heart. 

Two  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  hold  vigil  on 
the  Island.  Surrounded  by  a  handful  of  Catholic 
Indians,  they  keep  burning  bright  the  flame  of 
the  old  faith.  They  are  in  charge  of  the  school. 
At  regular  intervals  a  Jesuit  Father  comes  from 
the  miainland  to  give  them  Mass.    When  he  is 


A  GREAT  SOLDIER'S  ADVICE 

A  Congressman.  Hon.  Clarence  Cannon,  of  Mis- 
souT*!,  on  January  23  addressed  the  House  on 
"'Marse'"  Robert.  The  speech  contains  a  number 
of  tnuehine  reminiscences  of  the  great  military 
leader  of  the  Confederacv.  the  noble  Robert  Lee. 

"On  a  state  occasion."  Mr.  Cannon  told  the 
members  of  the  House  of  Representatives,  "Lee 
addressed  an  audience  of  more  than  ten  thoiisand 
people.  At  the  close  of  the  program,  a  young 
woman  with  a  small  child  pu.shed  throuffh  the 
crowd  until  she  reached  the  platform.  Lifting  up 
the  child,  she  said,  'I  want  to  tell  him  when  he 
grows  UP  that  (rPueral  Lee  held  him  '  The  Gener- 
al took  the  child  in  his  arms  and  looked  at  him 
for  a  minute,  and  then  handing  him  back  to  the 
mother,  said,  'Teach  him  he  must  deny  himself.'" 

Congressman  Cannon  immediatelv  added:  "I 
wish  that  quotation  could  be  included  in  the  books 
on  infant  care  distributed  b.y  the  Children's  Bu- 
reau so  that  every  mother  in  America  might  read 
— and  heed — that  admonition  so  needed  in 
America  today.  'Teach  him  he  must  denv  himself.  " 

Self-denial  is  the  first  step  to  self-discipline. 
Men  and  women  who  lack  discipline  cannot  be 
relied  upon  to  perform  well  the  duties  of  life,  to 
face  temptations  and  adversity.  The  great  Gen- 
eral's counsel  to  the  young  mother  is  indeed  a 
fnndamental  not  merely  of  sound  pedagogics,  but 
of  tme  happiness.  Many  of  our  family  and  social 
problems  are  what  the.v  are,  because  men  and 
women  have  not  leai'ned  or  refused  to  practice 
self-denial.— Bulletin  of  N.C.W.U.  • 


A  benevolent  man  should  allow  a  few  faults  in 
himself  to  keep  his  friends  in  countenance. 


away  they  remain  the  custodians  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

May  the  vigil  of  these  Sisters  be  one  of  prayer 
for  their  co-workers  scattered  in  the  Field  at 
Home  from  Halifax  to  Vancouver.  For  the  specific 
field  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  is  that  very  land 
so  beloved  by  our  Martyrs  and  sanctified  by  their 
blood.  To  them  the  Sisters  earnestly  pray  for 
that  apostolic  zeal  of  which  their  lives  are  a  glo- 
rious example. 


DEEPLY  SIGNIFICANT 

Perhaps  you  have  not  thus  far  realized : 

That  sixty  years  ago  the  mass  concluded  with 
the  last  gospel. 

There  were  no  prayers  after  mass  then. 

That  Pope  Leo  XIII  ordained  that  these 
prayer.s  be  said  for  an  intention  dear  to  the 
Catholic  heai't; 

Namely,  the  protection  of  the  Church  and  the 
stemmin?  of  the  tide  of  paganism  that  threatened 
to  en^iUf  her. 

That  he  decreed  that  these  prayers  be  recited 
in  the  vernacular  language  so  that  the  faithful 
mip-ht  .ioin  in  their  recitation. 

That  as  a  eonseouence  the  faithful  are  expect- 
ed to  remain  for  these  prayers  and  take  part  in 
them,  responding  in  a  clear  distinct  voice,  not 
in  a  half-hearted  mumble. 

The  invocation  "Saci-ed  Heart  of  Jesus  have 
mercy  on  us"  did  not  form  part  of  these  prayers 
from  the  beginninsr:  it  was  added  by  Pope  Pius  X. 

That  the  late  Holy  Father  Pope  Pius  XI  de- 
creed that  the  pvaveiN  after  mass  be  applied  for 
the  conversion  of  Russia. 

If  you  have  not  realized  all  this  hitherto  there 
mav  haA'e  been  some  excuse  for  occasional  lack 
of  fervor  in  the  recitation  of  these  prayers. 

Perhaps  you  did  not  fully  realize  the  impor- 
tance attached  by  .successive  Popes  to  these  ])ray- 
ers  after  mass. 


Suffering  passes  away,  to  have  suffered  abides 
forever. 


The  man  who  succeeds  rarely  takes  off  his  hat 
to  the  past;  he  takes  off  his  coat  to  the  future. 


ADVICE  .AFTER  IMISCHIEF  IS  T.TKE  HIEDICINE  AFTER  DEATH. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


IDEALvS 

A  controversy  has  been  going  on 
in  the  columns  of  the  "Universe"  on 
the  ideal  man  and  woman.  A  wo- 
man has  had  the  final  word — as 
usual — with  the  following  verses: 

He  should  try  to  be: 

Gentle  as  St.  Francis 

Humble  as  St.  Peter 

Kind  as  St.  Anthony 

Brave  as  St.  George 

Faithful  as  St.  Joseph 

Loving  as  St.  John. 

She  should  endeavor  to  be: 

Modest  as  Our  Lady 

Noble  as  St.  Anne 

Patient  as  St.  Theresa 

Sweet  as  St.  Agnes 

Gracious  as  St.  Margaret 

Compassionate  as  St.  Veronica. 

As  against  the  latter  part  of  this 
litany,  we  would  oppose  what  the 
ancients  thought  the  most  appro- 
priate inscription  for  a  married 
woman's  tombstone:  Casta  vixit, 
lanam  fecit,  domum  servavit.  Which 
means,  she  lived  a  chaste  life,  loved 
work  and  promoted  the  welfare  of 
her  household. 

''The  Bulletin,"  Oct.  '45. 


WHY  NO  RELIGIOUS  VOCATIONS 

"Vocations  are  being  smothered 
because  parents  are  not  as  alert  to 
the  beauties  of  the  religious  life 
that  may  be  calling  their  daughters 
as  were  the  parents  of  a  generation 
ago.  The  yearnings  of  the  child  for 
a  religious  life  need  encouragement. 
There  are  many  natural  tempta- 
tions to  turn  them  aside  from  this 
consecrated  path.  The  luxuries  of 
the  average  home  are  much  greater 
than  they  were  twenty-five  or  fifty 
years  ago.  The  salaries  of  women 
workers  are  higher.  They  invite 
one  to  a  life  of  independence  and 
ease.  The  way  of  the  Cross  is  not 
one  of  independence  and  ease.  It 
never  has  been  since  Christ  made 
it  the  royal  road  to  perfection. 

"A  good  Catholic  mother  can  be 
an  ideal  mistress  of  novices  in  the 
home  novitiate.  She  can  point  out 
that  the  material  wages  of  this 
world  are  naught  in  comparison 
with  the  rewards  of  the  next  and 
that  the  luxuries  of  earth  fall  be- 
fore the  splendors  of  heaven.  There 
is  need  of  this  spiritual  training 
for  the  untrained  mind  of  the  child. 
Above  all,  Catholic  parents  can 
pray  that  God  will  bless  their  chil- 
dren with  religious  vocations." 

Philadelphia  "Standard 
and  Times" 


COUNTING  WITH  HUi\IAN 
NATURI] 

"All  my  life  people  have  been 
coming  to  me  with  plans  to  make 
over  society  and  its  institutions. 
Many  of  these  plans  have  seemed 
to  me  to  be  good.  Some  of  them 
have  been  excellent.  All  of  them 
have  had  one  fatal  defect.  They  have 
assumed  that  human  nature  would 
behave  in  a  certain  way.  If  it  would 
behave  in  that  way  almost  any  one 
of  these  plans  would  work,  but  if 
human  nature  would  behave  in  that 
way  not  any  of  the  plans  would  be 
necessary,  for  in  that  case  society 
and  its  institutions  would  naturally 
reform  themselves  to  perfection." 

Elihu  Root. 


THE  SOUT,  OF  AN  APOSTLE 

When  St.  Jrhn  de  Brebeuf  was 
left  alone  on  his  first  trip  to  Hu- 
ronia  he  was  able  to  baptize  only  a 
few  dying  Indian  babes.  Yet — "I 
would  have  gone  to  the  end  of  the 
world,"  he  used  to  say,  "to  accom- 
plish that  much."  In  what  broad 
and  far-reaching  perspective  things 
and  persons  are  seen  by  the  true 
missionary!  G.D. 


ATOMIC  BOIMB 

The  revelation  of  the  secrets  of 
nature,  long  mercifully  withheld 
from  man  should  arouse  the  most 
solemn  reflection  in  the  mind  and 
conscience  of  every  human  be'ng 
capable  of  comprehension.  We 
must  indeed  pray  that  these  awful 
agencies  will  be  made  to  conduce 
to  peace  among  nations  and  that, 
instead  of  wreaking  measureless 
havoc  upon  the  entire  globe  they 
may  become  a  perennial  foundation 
of  world  prosperity.  —  Winston 
Churchill. 


WATCHMAN.  AVHAT  OF 
THE  NIGHT? 

The  Holy  Father  is  like  the 
watchman  of  the  present  night. 
The  world  turns  to  him  for  guid- 
ance. "The  hands  of  the  clock," 
said  Pius  XII,  "are  now  pointing 
•to  a  new  epoch,  both  great  and  de- 
cisive for  mankind.  Another  world 
is  being  born  ....  where  will  the 
pendulum  crme  to  rest?  On  the 
answer  to  those  questions  depends 
the  future  of  Christian  civilization 
in  Europe  and  in  the  world." 
(Broadcast  at  the  close  of  the  fifth 
year  of  the  war) . 


I'm  subscribing 
to 

'  THE  FIELD 
AT  HOME'' 

....  3 

REASONS!" 


1 


"Because  as  a  Catholic  Cana- 
dian I  am  deeply  interested 
in  our  great  Home  Mission 
Field. 


ptjj  "Because  the  "Sisters  of  Ser- 
^  vice"  have  been  founded  to 
labour  in  that  Field  where 
the  leakage  of  our  Catholic 
forces  is  the  greatest. 

"Because  by  subscribing  to 
their  missionary  magazine  I 
wish  to  share  in  their  noble 
"Catholic  and  National  endea- 
vour." 


3 


My  Name  

My  Address. 


HE  WHO  IS  SLOWEST  IN  PROmSING  IS  SUREST  TO 


KEEP  HIS  WORD. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


Eetreat  and  First  Professions 

From  January  24tli  to  February  2nd  an  eight- 
day  Retreat  was  conducted  in  our  Novitiate  chapel 
by  Reverend  Father  McKenna,  C.Ss.R.  During 
these  quiet  days  of  prayerful  retirement  from  the 
bustle  of  active  life,  a  number  of  our  Sisters  had 
the  privilege,  under  Father  McKenna's  guidance, 
of  renewing  spiritual  energy  by  the  serious  re- 
viewing of  religious  principles.  On  the  last  day 
of  the  Retreat  an  Act  of  Consecration  to  Our  Lady 
of  Perpetual  Help  was  made  by  all  the  Retreat- 
ants  and  the  papal  blessng  was  given  by  the  Re- 
treat Master. 

On  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Purification  Sister 
Mary  Florence  MacDougall  and  Sister  Silvie 
Nachtegaele  had  the  joy  of  making  their  first 
vows.  The  Profession  Mass  was  celebrated  by 
Father  McKenna  and  Reverend  Father  Daly. 
C.Ss.R.,  was  present  in  the  sanctuaiy.  The  altar 
was  tastefully  decorated  and  the  choir  sang 
hymns  well  chosen  to  express  the  sentiments  be- 
fitting the  happy  occasion.  Three  postulants  re- 
ceived the  habit. 

Renewal  of  Vows 

Renewal  of  Vows  was  made  on  the  same  day 
by  Sister  Margaret  MacMillan  at  Camp  Morton, 
Sister  Anne  O'Brien  at  Edson  and  Sister  Irene 
Profit  at  Vilna. 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Final  Profession 

At  Winnipeg,  on  the  same  beautiful  Feast  of 
Our  Lady,  final  profession  was  made  by  Sister 
Anne  Johnson.  The  Feast  Day  Mass  was  celebrat- 
ed by  Sister's  brother,  the  Rev.  Bernard  Johnson, 
C.Ss.R.,  assisted  by  Reverend  Kenneth  Kennedy. 
The  simple,  but  inspiring  ceremony  of  final  coi- 
secration  was  concluded  by  the  singing  of  the 
Te  Deum. 

To  all  the  Sisters  making  and  renewing  vows 
we  offer  heartfelt  congratulations  and  best  wish- 
es for  many  fruitful  years  of  service  in  the  Vine- 
yard of  Him  Whom  they  have  chosen  to  serve. 

Salute  to  Our  Martyrs 

March  16th  was  the  anniversary  of  the  martyr- 
dom of  the  Canadian  Martyrs,  who  are  among  the 
patrons  of  our  Institute.  St.  John  de  Brebeuf  and 
St.  Gabriel  Lalemant  were  martyred  at  St.  Igna- 
tius' Mission  and  their  mangled  bodies  were 
brought  to  Fort  Ste.  ]\Iarie,  where  the  Martyrs' 
Shrine  now  stands.  A  few  months  later  the  Jesuit 
Fathers  set  fire  to  their  mission  at  Fort  Ste.  Marie 
to  prevent  its  capture  by  the  Iroquois,  disinterred 
the  bodies  of  the  Martyrs,  and  carried  them  to 
St.  Joseph's  Island,  now  known  as  Christian  Is- 
land. 

To  honour  the  Martyrs  and  obtain  their  inter- 
cession on  behalf  of  our  mi.ssionary  wo'-k,  which 
is  a  continuation  of  the  apostolate  they  so  cour- 
ageously sealed  with  their  blood,  a  Novena  of 
l)rayer  and  work  was  offered  throughout  the  In- 
stitute during  the  nine  days  preceding  the  anni- 
versary date.  On  the  morning  of  ]\Iarch  16th  a 
Votive  Mass  in  honour  of  the  Canadian  ]\Iartyrs 
was  sung  in  our  Novitiate  chapel,  and  in  the  even- 
ing the  Martyrs'  Relics  were  carried  in  procession 
through  the  Convent.  As  a  prelude  to  the  pro- 
cession, Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  gave  an 
inspiring  talk  on  the  Martyrs  and  the  anniver- 
sary celebration  was  concluded  with  Benediction 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 


fTRITIOISMS  ARE  LIKE  STONES  YOU  THROW  INTO  THE  AIR; 
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Friends  In  Fargo 


I  know  a  friend,  very  strong  and  good.  He  is  the  best 
friend  in  the  world, 

I  know  another  friend,  subtle  and  sensitive.  He  is 
certainly  the  best  friend  on  earth. 

I  know  anoLher  friend,  very  quiet  and  shrewd,  there 
is  no  friend  so  good  as  he. 

I  know  another  friend,  who  is  enigmatical  and  reluct- 
ant, he  is  the  best  of  all. 

I  know  yet  another:  who  is  polished  and  eager,  he  is 
far  better  than  the  rest. 

I  know  another,  who  is  young  and  very  quick,  he  is 
the  most  beloved  of  all  friends. 

I  know  a  lot  more  and  they  are  all  like  that. 

WHAT  Chesterton  says  about  his  friends 
could,  we  think,  be  said  by  the  Sisters 
of  Service.  Everywhere  they  go  they 
leave  a  number  of  good  friends,  only  to  get  to 
know  many  more— "And  they  are  all  like  that." 
Nowhere  is  this  spirit  of  friendliness  more  evident 
than  in  Fargo.  Here  there  seem  to  be  friends  to 
meet  every  need.  In  our  work,  not  only  do  they 
give  us  inspiration  and  encouragement,  but  they 
are  ready  to  sacrifice  time  that  should  be  given  to 
leisure  and  rest,  that  they  may  give  us  much  ac- 
tual assistance. 

What  evidences  of  friendly  generosity  Christ- 
mas brought !  First,  the  marvellous  response  to 
our  Appeal  for  the  wherewithal  to  carry  on  our 
work.  And  then  the  provisions !  One  day  it  was 
a  shower  of  canned  goods  from  a  country  parish. 
Another  day,  on  our  return  from  a  Christmas 
Party  where  we  had  already  been  the  favoured 
guests  of  a  kindly  Santa,  we  found  a  large  turkey 
just  inside  the  back  door,  the  generous  gift  of  one 
of  the  priests.  Different  parish  societies  sent  us 
jars  of  lovely  fruit  and  vegetables,  nuts  and 
candy,  even  a  generous  supply  of  hankies.  On 
Christmas  Eve  we  received  from  our  Bishop,  a 
beautiful  basket  filled  with  good  things.  From 
then  on  this  basket  was  always  with  us,  appear- 
ing at  every  recreation,  until  like  old  Mother 
Hubbard's  cupboard,  it  was  quite  bare. 

Christmas,  too,  brought  many  heartening  mes- 
sages from  the  families  enrolled  in  our  Religious 
Correspondence  School.  It  is  their  earnestness, 
co-operation,  and  appreciation  that  make  this 
Avork  worth  while.  That  they  give  in  large  mea- 
sure may  be  seen  from  such  letters  as  these: 

"We  are  sending  you  a  gift  from  the  children. 
We  are  so  thankful  for  the  good  our  children 
have  gotten  from  your  lessons.  They  always  go 
for  these  lessons  first.  May  God  bless  you  all." 

"We  are  very  grateful  for  the  fine  lessons  you 
have  been  sending  our  children.  They  are  enjoy- 
ing them  very  much.  We  wish  you  a  very  happy 
Christmas." 


A  Correspondence  Pupil,  Fargo 


"I  am  enclosing  a  cheek  in  appreciation  of  the 
wonderful  work  you  are  doing  in  your  Corres- 
pondence School.  Our  little  daughter  has  gained 
so  much  from  your  helpful  guidance  and  instruc- 
tion, and  it  has  been  so  helpful  to  me,  too,  as  I 
never  eotild  avail  myself  of  such  a  great  oppor- 
tunity." 

"  Clement  is  not  at  home  this  year.  He  is  a  Sen- 
ior in  high  school,  and  the  baby  in  our  family,  so 
I  am  writing  to  tell  you  that  you  need  not  send 
the  catechism  lessons  any  more.  We  thank  you 
very  much  for  the  years  that  our  boys  have  gotten 
so  much  good  out  of  the  lessons.  Even  the  older 
members  of  the  family  got  good  from  them  be- 
cause they  tried  to  help  answer  the  questions  and 
found  out  how  much  they  never  knew  or  had  for- 
gotten." 

"You  know.  Sisters,  I  must  tell  you  how  much 
I  enjoy  your  correspondence.  I  have  always  stood 
in  awe  of  priests  and  nuns,  somehow  I  felt  half 
fearful  of  them.  But  through  these  lessons  and 
your  letters  I  feel  I  was  a  very  lucky  person  to 
have  become  a  Catholic." 


ON  THEIR  WAY  DOWN  THEY  MAY  HIT  YOU  ON  THE  HEAD. 
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And  about  the  lending  library.  "We  have  en- 
joyed this  group  of  books  very  much  also.  I  read 
THE  LAD  OF  LIMA  aloud  to  the  children  and 
did  they  ever  listen !  Would  it  be  possible  for  you 
to  send  CHERIE  again?  After  I  returned  the 
books  I  found  that  all  weren't  finished  with  it. 
Please." 

"The  books  are  very  good  to  read,  because  the 
words  are  written  in  big  letters,  and  they  are  such 
nice  stories.  Keep  them  coming.  We'll  always 
send  them  back.    Your  children." 

"Just  a  few  lines  to  thank  you  a  lot  for  the 
nice  little  books.  I  sure  like  to  read  them.  I  al- 
ways read  them  to  the  others  and  they  enjoy  that. 
May  God  bless  you.  Your  pupil." 

It  would  not  do  to  omit  this  typical  note  from 
one  of  our  apostolic  pupils.  He  ha.s  sent  us  three 
names  this  term  and  they  are  all  workers.  '  'Please 
send  another  enrollment  form.  I  have  another 
pupil  for  you.  Love.  Aaron." 

Just  after  the  terrific  storm  that  visited  Fargo 
in  February  we  received  this  answer  in  a  test, 
"Man  is  made  of  dust  and  breath."  We  could  not 
help  but  think  that  after  ploughing  through  the 
snowdrifts  right  here  in  Fargo,  there  wasn't  a 
lot  of  breath  left,  which  would  leave  us  mostly 
dust.  In  the  same  paper  there  was  a  very  consol- 
ing answer,  a  way  of  getting  rid  of  our  arch  ene- 
my for  all  time.  The  question  was:  "How  can  we 
conquer  the  devil?"  And  the  answer:  "By  saying 
a  prayer  to  the  dear  Lord  and  He  will  devour 
him." 

It  might  not  be  unsuitable  to  close  this  Avith 
what  was  perhaps  the  most  interesting  letter  we 
received  in  answer  to  our  appeal.  It  is  from  a 
former  resident  of  Fargo  and  breathes  a  spirit  of 
generosity  and  friendliness,  which  is  significant 
of  much  that  is  rapidly  passing  from  us. 


The  "Family  Picture" 


"Dear  Sisters, 

Enclosed  you'll  find  a  check  for  only  $20.00  in- 
stead of  $25.00,  but  my  income  now  as  a  toolmaker 
is  only  half  of  what  it  was  two  years  ago,  but  every- 
thing is  higher. 

It  is  now  just  thirty-eight  years  since  I  carried  the 
Morning  Call  paper  in  Fargo.  I  had  from  N.P.  Ave. 
to  14th  Ave.  between  8th  and  14th.  I  shovelled  the 
walks  and  tended  furnace  for  Dr.  Weible  for  a  room 
in  the  attic.  My  income  was  $2.00  a  week.  That  had 
to  keep  me  in  books  and  food.  I  went  to  the  A.C. 

Santa  Claus  was  good  to  me  that  Christmas.  I 
carried  125  papers,  and  when  I  delivered  my  greet- 
ings, I  cleared  just  $25.00,  besides  a  big  dinner  that 
one  grand  old  lady  invited  me  to.  She  had  the  table 
all  set  and  waited  till  I  came  with  the  greetings  at 
3  p.m.  She  said,  I  have  only  15c  in  money  but  come 
and  have  a  bite  to  eat.  The  table  was  set  with  every- 
thing from  soup  to  nuts,  including  turkey.  I  ate  till 
I  felt  lopsided,  and  when  I  left  she  filled  my  pockets 
with  candy,  cookies  and  nuts.  That  meal  I'll  never 
forget. 

I  left  Fargo  the  next  Fall  and  since  then  ? 

I  would  not  take  a  million  dollars  for  my  experience, 
but  would  not  give  a  nickel  to  go  through  it  again. 
Am  enclosing  a  family  picture,  had  five  in  service. 
The  two  l)oys  have  their  discharge.  The  girls  are  still 
in. 

P.S. — ^Yoii  may  thank  Bishop  Muench  for  all  you 
have  received  from  me." 


CESAR  FRANCK  S  GIFT  TO  GOD 

"The  greatest  tiling  the  church  musician  needs 
is  the  spirit  of  his  work.  It  is  so  easy  for  the  spirit 
to  lag  and,  after  a  while,  to  die  out.  Most  of  us 
know  how  close  is  the  borderline  beyond  which 
our  church  playing  or  singing  becomes  a  chore. 
There  is  the  day-in,  day-out  routine,  often  with 
three  Masses,  sometimes  even  four  or  five  Masses, 
in  succession.  There  is  the  problem  of  inadequate 
salarv,  so  hard  to  solve  in  the  poverty  of  many 
of  our  parish  establishments.  Frequently  per- 
haps, the  organ  is  a  run-down  instrument,  and 
the  singers  are  volunteers  with  more  willingness 
than  ability.  All  in  all,  it  is  a  discouraging  job. 

And  yet  the  flame  must  be  kept  biu-ning;  the 
idea  must  be  kept  alive.  It  surely  was  no  cheer- 
ful choirloft  that  Ce.sar  Franek  ascended  day  in 
and  da.v  out  for  ten  .vears,  in  the  shadowy  heights 
of  Sainte-Clotilde.  But  Franck  was  a  man  of  God 
and  of  his  art,  devoted  to  his  ideal. 

With  Cesar  Franck.  it  was  not  only  a  gift  from 
God,  but  a  gift  to  God.  This  shotild  be  the  ideal 
of  every  church  musician.  His  talent  is  an  offering 
he  makes  of  himself  to  his  God.  Since  nothing  but 
the  best  is  worthy  of  God,  he  must  give  the  best 
he  has,  the  best  of  his  art,  the  best  of  himself. 

For  this  reason  we  speak  of  the  church  musi- 
cian's work  as  a  vocation.  It  is  a  sacred  calling." 

— An  extract  from  the 
Catholic  Choirmasters  Course. 


If  you  believe  in  nothing,  that's  exactly  what 
yon  will  get  in  return. 


ALWAYS  LISTEN  TO  AXOTHER'S  OPIXIOX.    IT  MAY  \OT  BEXEPIT  YOV.  lU  T  IT  WILL  HOL 
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Of  Interest  From  Vilna 


Ladies'  Auxiliary  Formed 

AFTER  consideration  and  discussion,  it  was 
thought  advisable  to  form  an  Auxiliary 
to  assist  the  hospital  in  various  ways.  In- 
vitations were  therefore  sent  to  a  number  of  the 
townswomen  to  meet  for  this  purpose.  The  re- 
sponse was  remarkably  encouraging,  both  as  to 
numbers  and  goodwill.  The  first  meeting  was 
held  at  the  hospital,  the  officers  named  and  all 
the  usual  preliminaries  satisfactorily  concluded. 
The  name  chosen  was  "Auxiliary  of  Our  Lady's 
Hospital." 

On  December  13th  the  new  Auxiliary  held  its 
first  activity  in  the  form  of  a  Whist  and  Rummy 
Drive;  there  was  also  a  raffle  and  a  small  grab 
box.  The  proceeds  of  this  effort  amounted  to 
$125.00,  which  was  given  to  the  hospital  and  very 
gratefully  received. 

The  Auxiliary  plan  to  meet  monthly.  We  are 
proud  of  them,  and  feel  much  encouraged  by  their 
cheerful  helpfulness. 

An  Unusual  Auxiliary 

The  three  children  of  the  Secretary-Treasurer 
conceived  the  idea  that  they,  too,  should  do  some- 
thing to  help  the  hospital.  They  held  a  meeting 
and  formed  a  Club,  naming  it  "The  Junior  Aid 
Club."  The}-  planned  and  held  a  bazaar  at  their 
home — the  cash  results  were  $4.57.  A  delegation 
of  five  children  came  to  present  the  amount  to 
the  hospital.  This  they  did  in  a  very  business- 
like way,  telling  us  they  planned  to  hold  another 
meeting  soon,  but  that  they  intend  to  wait  until 
they  can  use  the  lawns  of  their  homes  aiul  lake 
turn  about  in  holding  meetings  at  the  homes  of 
the  various  members.  (We  think  the  mothers 
did  some  suggesting  here.)  Their  aim  is  to  work 
for  the  hospital  nursery;  at  least  they  specified 
that  the  money  be  spent  for  that  department 

Vilna  Sodality  Keeps  Growing 

On  December  8th  five  new  members  were  re- 
ceived into  the  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
The  reception  took  place  immediately  after  the 
High  Mass.  The  choir  sang  the  "Veni  Creator," 
after  which  the  pastor  gave  an  appropriate  sermon 
on  the  end  and  purpose  of  the  Sodality,  stressing 
the  fact  that  there  are  duties  to  be  fulfilled  as 
well  as  privileges  to  be  enjoyed.  He  also  remind- 
ed them  that  the  Parish  and  their  associates  ex- 
pect much  from  a  young  girl  who  becomes  a 
member  of  Our  Lady's  Sodality. 

Kneeling  before  the  Shrine  of  Our  Lady,  which 
was  decorated  for  the  occasion  with  white  and 
yellow  chrysanthemums,  the  Prefect  and  members 
recited  aloud  the  Act  of  Consecration.  The  candi- 


dates then  knelt  at  the  altar  rail  and  expressed 
their  desire  to  be  received  into  the  Sodality. 
Father  conferred  on  them  the  medal,  using  the 
prescribed  formula:  ''In  virtue  of  powers  duly 
vested  in  me,  I  receive  you  into  the  Sodality  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  as  members  thereof,  and  I  thus 
admit  you  to  partake  in  all  the  indulgences,  privi- 
leges and  spiritual  favours  enjoyed  by  the 
members  of  the  Prima  Primaria  of  the  Roman  Col- 
lege, to  which  this  Sodality  is  duly  affiliated.  In 
the  Name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Amen."  While  Father  said  the 
prayer  the  I*i'efect  assisted  by  placing  the  medal 
around  the  neck  of  the  candidate.  In  conclusion 
the  "Ave  Maris  Stella"  was  sung  by  the  choir. 

After  the  ceremony  a  Communion  Breakfast 
was  served  at  the  Hospital  for  memTsers,  both 
new  and  old.  The  table  was  decorated  in  blue 
and  white  and  each  girl  received  a  book-mark  as 
a  souvenir. 

Diphtheria ! 

One  da.y  a  man  came  to  the  hospital,  bringing 
a  little  girl  who  was  suffering  from  sore  mouth 
and  throat.  Sister  examined  the  throat,  had 
another  Sister  look  at  it,  and  then  telephoned  the 
doctor,  who  is  thirty  miles  distant.  We  were  sure 
the  child  had  diphtheria.  By  phone  the  doctor 
ordered  that  antitoxin  be  given  in  case  it  were 
that  dread  disease  and  he  said  he  Avould  come  up 
and  go  out  to  their  house.  They  went  home,  and 
that  night  and  the  next  day  we  had  a  real  bliz- 
zard. The  highway  was  impassable;  the  only  fea- 
sible mode  of  travel  would  be  by  team  and  sleigh. 
The  doctor  and  Sister  Superior  talked  the  situ- 
ation over  and  it  was  decided  that  the  Sisters 
would  try  to  go  out,  take  swabs  from  the  child's 
throat  aiul  give  the  "contacts"  immunizing 
doses  of  antitoxin.  But  how  to  get  out! 

About  four  o'clock  that  afternoon  (two  days 
after  the  child  had  returned  home)  a  boy  and  his 
mother  came  to  visit  a  member  of  their  family 
who  was  ill  in  the  hospital ;  they  lived  about  a 
half  a  mile  from  the  sick  family.  They  said  they 
would  be  glad  to  take  las  out  and,  if  necessary, 
bring  us  back.  So  we  telephoned  the  doctor  for 
instructions  and  at  five  p.m.  two  Sisters  started 
out  with  the  family  in  their  sleigh. 

It  was  an  eight-mile  trip,  with  banks  of  snow 
drifted  across  the  road  here  and  there,  but  we 
were  well  bundled  up  and  the  ride  was  a  real 
treat.  We  arrived  at  the  home  at  eight  o'clock 
and  found  the  little  girl  who  had  received  the 
antitoxin  very  much  improved.  There  were  ten 
people  in  the  house,  the  father   (a  widower). 


YOUTH  IS  AVHAT  A  MAN  LOSRS  THE  MINUTE  HE  LAYS  DOWN  HIS  LIFE'S  WORK  FOR  AN  EASY  CHAIR. 
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seven  children,  the  oldest  a  girl  of  16  who  was 
taking  the  mother's  place,  and  the  old  grandpar- 
ents. Three  children  were  ill  with  very  bad 
throats  and  two  other  children  had  slightly  sore 
throats. 

We  took  swabs  from  all  of  their  throats,  giving 
the  sick  children  antitoxin.  The  other  members 
of  the  family  received  immunizing  doses.  We 
gave  the  needful  attention,  helped  the  girl  to  fix 
separate  quarters  for  the  sick  and  taught  her  how 
to  care  for  them,  to  keep  herself  and  the  sick  chil- 
dren in  one  room  and  the  other  children  with  the 
grandparents  in  a  little  house  on  the  grounds. 
Above  all,  they  must  stay  at  home  and  not  let  any- 
one visit  them.  She  seemed  very  anxious  to  do 
the  right  thing.  After  nearly  three  hours'  work 
we  returned  to  the  hospital,  leaving  instructions 
with  the  girl  that  if  the  children  seemed  to  be 
worse  she  was  to  send  for  us  at  once. 

When  the  report  from  the  Provincial  Lab  came 
back  it  showed  there  were  nine  positive  throats 
for  diphtheria.  The  doctor  went  out  to  visit  the 
family  and  found  all  improving.  During  the 
three  weeks  of  their  quarantine  they  sent  word 
in  each  week  that  they  were  fine.  At  the  end  qf 
that  time  we  visited  them  once  a  week  for  four 
more  weeks,  and  taught  the  girl  how  to  clean  and 
air  the  house  so  as  to  guard  against  a  recurrence. 

Home  Visiting 

One  night  at  eleven  o'clock  the  doorbell  rang. 
It  was  a  man  wanting  the  Sisters  to  go  out 
and  see  his  wife,  who  was  very  ill.  It  was  so  cold 
and  stormy  he  was  afraid  to  bring  her  to  the 
hospital.  The  Sisters  dressed  warmly  and 
taking  a  few  things  that  might  be  needed  went 
out  with  him.  Arriving  at  the  home,  they  made 
the  patient  comfortable  and  gave  the  necessary 
care.  The  family  were  very  grateful  for  this  visit. 

With  no  doctor,  we  often  have  to  go  to  the 
homes,  not  only  in  the  country,  but  also  in  the 
village.  Never  a  day  passes  without  someone, 
and  sometimes  several,  coming  in  for  advice  and 
minor  treatments.  Sometimes  they  go  down  to 
see  the  doctor  and  come  back  to  us  for  hospital 
care.  These  years  without  a  doctor  have  been 
very  trying  at  times,  but  there  is  a  brighter  side ; 
the  people  are  realizing  more  and  more  how  much 
they  depend  on  the  hospital,  and  appreciate  Avhat 
the  Sisters  are  doing  for  them. 


A  Future  Indian  Chief? 

There  are  two  Indian  Reservations — one  south 
and  one  north  of  Vilna.  The  nurse  employed  by 
the  D.I.A.  is  a  frequent  visitor,  and  never  comes 
alone !  One  day  she  came  in  with  a  bundle  in  her 
arms.  "Sister,"  she  said,  "just  see  what  I  have 
for  you.  I  don't  think  it  will  live,  but  see  what 
you  can  do.  I  couldn't  leave  him  out  there  to 
die." 

What  she  had  was  a  baby  two  weeks  old,  weigh- 
ing three  and  a  half  pounds,  wrapped  in  dirty 
rags  and  moss.  The  baby  answered  to  the  name 
of  "Mathiosen!"  He  was  a  shrivelled  little  bag 
of  bones — looked  like  a  skeleton  with  parchment 
drawn  over  it  for  skin.  He  had  been  neglected 
and  literally  starved,  the  motlicr  being  irrespon- 
sible and  shiftless.  After  a  mont-i  of  intensive 
care,  Mathiosen  weighs  six  pounds  and  looks  as 
if  he  intends  to  become  Chief  of  tlie  Reserve  some 
day.  And  does  he  like  attention! 

Requiescat ! 

Another  day  the  nurse  brought  a  very  sick  In- 
dian woman — Mrs.  C.  She  seemed  so  ill  that 
we  telephoned  the  doctor.  He  came  to  the  hospi- 
tal and  after  examination  pronounced  her  condi- 
tion very  serious.  Father  anointed  her  and 
brought  her  Holy  Viaticum.  She  spoke  the  Cree 
language — and  knew  only  a  few  woi-ds  of  English. 
The  Oblate  Fathers  from  the  Indian  School  came 
to  visit  her  and  prepare  her  for  death.  They  said 
she  was  one  of  their  best  Catholics.  Mrs.  C.  had 
eight  children  and  she  was  also  raising  four  chil- 
dren belonging  to  her  daughter  who  was  dead. 

Mr.  C.  was  a  very  fine  man  and  they  seemed 
devoted  to  each  other.  He  spoke  good  English 
and  acted  as  interpreter  for  her.  During  the  last 
few  daj's  of  her  life  the  family  came  in  fi'om  the 
reserve  and  lived  in  the  village.  They  came  in  to 
see  their  mother  so  qiiietly  and  were  always  so 
polite,  one  could  not  help  admiring  them. 

Mrs.  C.  gave  great  edification.  She  was  very 
patient  and  accepted  all  the  numerous  treat- 
ments without  complaint.  She  knew  she  was  go- 
ing to  die,  kept  her  rosary  in  her  hands  and  said : 
"Sister — home  to  Jesus."  Her  death  was  beauti- 
ful. She  was  conscious  to  the  end  and  went  forth 
to  meet  her  ]\Iaker  with  a  peaceful  smile  on  her 
face.  In  death  she  looked  the  expression  one  so 
often  hears — "At  Rest" — and  may  she  rest  in 
peace.  S.O.S. 


WHEN  YOU  GET  TO  THE  END  OF  YOUR  ROPE,  TIE  A  KNOT  AND  HANG  ON. 
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EDSON  EDITS 


A  MEMORY  OF  CHRISTMAS 

OX  a  cold  late  December  day,  the  town's  only 
express  truck  deposited  an  unexpected 
parcel  at  the  parish  padre's  door.  Secure- 
ly packed  in  it  were  numberless  (so  it  seemed) 
gaily  wrapped  parcels  of  all  sizes,  each  with  a  tag 
naming  the  article  inside, — gifts  for  everyone 
from  the  new  baby  to  the  high-school  boy  or  girl. 
The  box  Avas  promptly  brought  to  the  hospital, 
and  we  were  called  into  consultation  to  discuss 
the  best  means  of  distributing  the  gifts.  There 
were  the  tOAvn's  sophisticated  young  moderns,  or 
there  were  the  many  scattered  families  through- 
out the  modest  "diocese"  connected  with  the  Ed- 
son  parish.  The  townsfolk  seemed  to  have  been 
well  taken  care  of,  as  there  was  no  scarcity  of 
Christmas  gifts  among  the  younger  members.  So 
a  list  of  j'oung  families  in  the  country  was  made, 
the  gifts  sorted  out,  a  date  set  for  the  trip  and  a 
fervent  prayer  said  that  the  weatherman  would 
be  considerate  of  our  plans. 

The  Chevrolet  hummed  its  way  along  single- 
track  trails  bordered  by  snow^-laden  spruce  and 
high  drifts  glistening  in  the  winter  sun.  Some 
roads  were  unbroken  since  the  last  storm,  and 
the  parcels  had  to  be  left  at  the  "General  Store" 
or  "Post  Office"  of  the  district.  The  others  were 
delivered,  and  Ave  Avere  welcomed  into  cozy  farm 
kitchens.  EveryAvhere — (Ave  heard  from  all  the 
families  Ave  Avere  unable  to  see  personally) — the 
gifts  Avere  deeply  appreciated.  Mrs.  S.  tells  us  that 
her  children  Avere  particularly  delighted  as,  at  the 
Christmas  concert  sponsored  by  a  very  active  noii- 
Catholic  organization,  all  the  children  in  the 
school  Avere  given  gifts  except  hers  (the  onlv 
Catholics).  The  idea  that  the  "Catholic  Church'" 
sent  them  much  nicer  gifts  Avas  a  topic  of  conver- 
sation and  jubilation  for  days. 

We  are  pleased  to  convey  the  sincere  thanks  of 
our  Western  "little  people"  to  the  generous  mem- 
bers of  the  Toronto  Sodality  Avho  made  our  Santa 
Clans  trip  possible. 


THE  RESUSCITATOR  ARRIVES 

The  .stock  phra.se  "Due  to  prevailing  Avartime 
conditions"  (Avhich  meant  that  you  might  not  ree- 


Resuscitator  in  Action 

ognize  your  order  Avhen  it  did  come!)  has  been 
di-opped,.and  other  phrases  are  being  used  Avhich 
make  delivery  dates  on  our  supplies  just  as  vague. 
Some  type  of  "conditions"  sloAved  up  the  produc- 
tion of  resuscitators,  CAudently,  until  Ave  almost 
gave  up  hope  of  ever  receiving  ours.  However, 
it  did  arrive  a  fcAv  Aveeks  ago  in  a  carefull.y  made 
crate.  It  has  been  the  talk  of  the  toAvn  ever  since, 
and  its  solid  rubber  casters  ha\^e  rolled  smoothly 
over  many  a  room  in  the  hospital  wliere  its  three- 
fold purpose — aspiration,  inhalation  and  resuscita- 
tion— has  been  explained  and  demonstrated.  The 
added  advantages  that  the  compact  instrument 
has  of  not  requiring  any  electric  poAver  for  use, 
and  therefore  being  so  easy  to  take  to  the  scene 
of  an  accident,  are  items  of  Avonder.  Enthusiasm 
and  interest  has  spread  to  .such  an  extent  that, 
under  the  leadership  of  the  ladies  of  the  Royal 
Purple,  an  entertainment  has  been  sponsored  and 
the  funds,  together  Avith  a  donation  from  the 
local  Community  Club,  have  been  given  toAvards 
pvu-chasing  this  piece  of  equipment  which  Avill  be 
such  a  valuable  asset  to  the  comnmnitv  at  large. 


MOST  PEOPLE  ARE  ABOUT  AS  HAPPY  AS  THEY  MAKE  I  P  THEIR  MIXDS  TO  RE. 
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The  Little  "Muchkins" 


CARNIVAL  AND  CATECHISM 

They're  lively  and  loveable — our  school-age 
group  who  appear  weekly  at  Catechism  classes. 
There  are  about  thirty  of  them,  ranging  from  the 
little  lassie  in  the  junior  class  who  is  learning  to 
lisp  her  "Hail  Mary,"  to  the  big  lad  in  the  Senior 
Class  whose  voice  is  rather  uncertain  at  times. 
Just  this  morning  they  came  running,  jumping 
and  tumbling  through  the  snow,  using  the  reserved 
energy  stored  up  during  Sunday  Mass.  Away  in 
the  lead  was  a  rotund  freckled-faced  little  lad 
who  seemed  bent  on  getting  to  the  convent  first. 
He  arrived,  and  being  quite  a  chatterbox,  started 
off  talking  to  Sister— "I  didn't  go  to  bed  'till  12 
o'clock  last  night!  All  of  us  in  the  Carnival  were 
at  a  free  lunch  at  the  hotel  and  then  Jerry  took 
us  for  a  free  ride  in  his  big  bus,  and  he  said  the 

ride  was  worth  50c  "   Sister,  Avondering  why 

the  other  children  were  not  coming,  asked  him 
about  it.  "I  sat  in  the  back  seat  of  the  church  so 
I  could  get  out  fast  and  tell  you  about  the  Carni- 
val first!"  "But  why  aren't  the  others  coming 
now?"  "Because  I  locked  the  door,"  he  said,  and 
who  could  say  anything  to  that! 

The  door  was  promptly  opened,  and  all  the  little 
Muchkins  of  the  previous  evening's  Carnival 
"The  Wizard  of  OZ,"  came  noisily  in,  thinking 
they  were  the  first  there.  Some  compensation 
had  to  be  given  for  their  eomjpanion's  stratagem, 
so  the  gossip  started  again,  and  the  free  lunch 
the  bus  ride,  and  other  features  of  the  Carnival 
were  excitedly  discussed.  Other  bits  of  informa- 
tion were  vouched  "Jo-Jo  is  six  months  old  to- 
day!" (It's  the  pup  and  not  a  parrot  this  time). 
"Mother  is  awfully  busy  today"  declared  one  tot 
in  wide-eyed  earnestness,  "we  are  having  chicken 
supper  tonight,  and  Father  is  coming  " 

The  signal  for  beginning  class  is  given,  and 
the  group  becomes  orderly.  Tiny  hands  begin  to 
trace  the  Sign  of  Salvation  and  childish  hearts, 
turn,  as  only  children's  can,  to  the  lessons  of  Re- 
demption and  love. 

THE  KINDNESS  WE  ME.^X  TO  SHOW  TC 


INCUBATOR  BABIES 

A  year  or  more  ago  our  new  incubator  was  in- 
stalled to  replace  the  improvised  one  which  had 
given  satisfactory  service  in  many  an  emergency. 
The  coming  of  the  new,  up-to-date  model  seemed  to 
be  a  sign  for  that  ever-present  bird,  the  stork,  to 
bring  us  tiny  human  beings,  needing  all  the  warmth 
an  incubator  can  give.  At  present  two  such 
tiny  mites,  both  three  pounds,  are  with  us.  The 
lusty  cry  of  the  older-by-two-weeks  can  be  heard  at 
quite  a  distance.  His  younger  companion  cannot 
understand  why  he  makes  such  a  fuss,  as  it  is  real- 
ly too  much  bother  to  eat.  "They  never 
seem  to  leave  a  'fellah'  alone — every  two 
hours  they  wake  you  up  out  of  such,  a  nice 
sound  sleep,  and  put  such  a  horrid  old  rubber 
thing  in  your  mouth.  If  you  spit  it  out,  they  put 
it  back.  If  you  ignore  it,  thej"-  squeeze  a  bulb  at 
the  end  of  the  glass  and  the  milk  (they  call  it 
formula)  comes  through  the  rubber  and  you  can't 
help  but  gulp  it  down.  They  say  I'm  impo.ssible, 
that  I  have  to  be  almost  'specialed'  (whatever 
that  means).  I  suppose  some  day  I'll  be  glad  that 
tliey  looked  after  me,  but  right  noAv  I'd  sooner 
sleep.  Sister  must  think  I'm  pretty  nice  at  times, 
though,  because  she  took  my  picture  today  and 
thought  it  might  look  nice  in  the  'Field  at  Home.' 
I  hope  vou  like  it." 

S.O.S.,  Edson. 


The  "Iiiipos.sible"  being  "Speoialetl" 
(  I  KKS  \0  HK.AKT.ACHES  WD.AY. 
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Caritas  Christi  Urget  Nos 


LOOKING  over  the  past  few  months  we  recall 
various  persons  who  have  come  to  i;s  or 
whom  we  have  visited — the  husband  who 
lost  his  wife,  leaving  him  quite  alone;  the  mother 
whose  daughter  is  mentally  ill j  the  unmarried 
mother  who  is  worried  and  discouraged;  several 
deserted  and  unhappy  wives  and  mothers.  To  all 
of  these  we  have  tried  to  be  kind,  showing  them 
sjnnpathy,  speaking  to  them  words  of  encourage- 
ment and  offering  them  kindly  assistance  where 
necessary.  How  quickly  tlie  light  of  hope  is  re- 
kindled ! 

The  world  is  full  of  people  who  have  one  need 
or  another.  Perhaps  we  cannot  do  for  them  what 
they  Avant  us  to  do,  but  we  can  at  least  treat  them 
kindly.  People  with  sad  and  discouraged  hearts 
need  more  love  and  kindness  than  money.  We  do 
not  read  that  Our  Blessed  Lord  ever  gave  money 
to  any  poor  person,  but  He  did  give  to  everyone 
something  far  better  than  money.  No  one  ever 
came  to  Him  with  any  real  need  and  went  away 
unblessed.  AVe  can  and  we  try  to  treat  in  the 
same  way  those  who  come  to  us.  Without  losing 
many  seconds  of  time  we  can  send  our  visitor  from 
us  with  a  lighter  heart  and  with  more  hope  to 
strengthen  him  in  the  struggle  of  life. 

Mental  Adjustment 

About  a  year  ago,  one  of  our  young  girls  was 
discharged  from  the  Armed  Forces  because  of  a 
mental  breakdown.  There  is  a  history  of  mental 
disorders  in  her  family.  We  have  been  keeping 
close  contact  with  her  and  trying  to  help  her  ad- 
just herself.  For  a  while  all  seemed  well.  Recent- 
ly, however,  one  of  her  relatives  committed  suicide 
and  this  seemed  to  prey  on  her  mind.  She  lost 
interest  in  everything,  became  listless  and  spoke 
about  doing  away  with  herself.  At  one  time  she 
went  as  far  as  the  river  bank  but,  as  she  told  us 
afterwards,  she  did  not  have  the  nerve  to  jump 
in.  We  could  see  that  it  was  only  by  kindly  per- 
suasion that  we  would  accomplish  anything  with 
her.  After  several  visits  she  consented  to  see  a 
doctor  who  advised  that  she  be  sent  to  a  mental 
hospital  for  treatment.  She  acquiesced,  and  we 
hope  that  she  may  be  helped,  as  she  is  still  quite 
young. 


Unique  Ceremony 

Late  one  evening,  we  received  an  urgent  call 
from  the  City  Hospital,  Mrs.  S.,  one  of  our 
clients,  was  dying  and  was  asking  for  the  priest 
and  myself.  We  hastened  to  her  bedside,  but  she 
had  lost  consciousness.  However,  Father  admin- 
istered the  Sacrament  of  Extreme  Unction.  This 
was  accomplished  under  difficulties.  The  only 
light  in  the  room  was  a  small  night  light  situated 
in  the  baseboard,  which  threw  a  very  limited  re- 
flection. Naturally,  this  was  not  sufficient,  so  we 
asked  for  a  light,  presuming  that  we  would  be 
given  a  bed  lamp  to  plug  in.  Seemingly  the  only 
thing  available  was  a  flashlight.  While  Father 
proceeded,  I  would  first  flash  the  light  on  his  rit- 
iial,  then  on  the  holy  oils,  which  I  was  holding, 
and  finally  on  the  patient.  It  was  rather  a  unique 
ceremony.  The  only  other  person  present  was  the 
woman's  husband,  who  is  not  a  Catholic.  This 
took  place  at  about  10.00  p.m.  Mr.  S.  and  I  re- 
mained until  midnight,  when  Mrs.  S.  passed  away. 
As  neither  of  them  had  any  relatives  in  town,  Mr. 
S.,  who  was  quite  upset,  asked  if  we  would  help 
him  with  the  funeral  arrangements.  So  the  fol- 
loAving  morning  we  went  vip  to  the  house,  collect- 
ed the  necessary  clothing,  accompanied  Mr.  S.  to 
the  Funeral  Home,  helped  choose  the  casket,  ar- 
ranged about  the  Mass,  etc.  To  show  his  appreci- 
ation for  these  little  acts  of  kindness,  Mr.  S.  still 
comes  in  to  see  us. 

Look  Out,  Daddy! 

The  following  incident,  although  pathetic, 
afforded  us  a  little  amusement  and  shows  the 
keenness  of  some  children.  Two  young  lads  who 
had  on  frequent  occasions  witnessed  the  maltreat- 
ment of  their  mother  (now  deceased)  by  their 
father,  and  who  are  now  in  a  Catholic  home,  were 
visited  by  their  father,  accompanied  by  a  strong- 
looking,  well-developed  young  woman.  The  father 
for  some  reason  left  the  boys  alone  for  a  while 
with  his  friend.  Immediately  the  older  one,  aged 
seven,  said :  "Do  you  intend  to  marry  my  Daddy? 
Because  if  j'ou  do  he  will  beat  you  like  he  did  my 
Mummy."  She  replied,  while  exhibiting  her 
muscles:  "What  do  you  think  I  have  these  for?" 
So  ]iprliaps  this  time  Daddv  has  met  his  match!! 
I  ,  S.O.S. 


THY  KINGDOM  COWL 


A  WOMAN'S  GUESS  IS  OFTEN  MORE  ACCURATE  THAN  A  MAN'S  CERTAINTY. 


14 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


APRIL,  1946 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

"CHUNGKING  LISTENING  POST"  by  Mark 
Tennien  —  Creative  Age  Press  Inc.,  11  East 
44th  Street,  New  York.   Price  $2.50. 

When  the  war  in  China  was  at  its  height,  par- 
ticularly after  the  Japanese  invasion,  the  lovers 
of  our  Catholic  Missions  often  wondered  how 
they  were  faring  during  these  trying  years.  Fa- 
ther Mark  Tennien's  book,  "Chungking  Listening 
Post"  is  the  interesting  answer  to  our  doubts  and 
anxieties. 

In  these  pages  we  see  Our  Maryknollers  and 
Avith  them  all  the  other  Missionaries  under  shell 
and  fire.  The  courage  they  all  showed  is  wonder- 
ful. No  one  can  read  the  various  episodes  of  Avhich 
the  Author  writes  so  well  without  a  feeling  of 
pride  in  our  Faith  and  its  heroic  representatives. 
The  book  has  all  the  attractiveness  of  a  novel.  Yet 
it  is  the  history  of  how  our  missionaries  vstood 
faithful  to  their  task  under  the  taunts  and  fire 
of  a  ruthless  enemy.  The  Catholic  heart  thrills 
at  the  reading  of  these  pages  where  all  is  so  hu- 
man and  yet  so  divine. 

The  war  record  of  our  missionaries  contains 
the  highest  promise  of  a  bright  future  for  the 
Church  in  "New  China."  They  stood  firmly 
against  the  invasion  of  the  "Rising  Sun;"  they 
were  there  to  see  its  setting;  they  will  again  see 
the  dawn  of  a  brighter  day. 

A  great  pleasure  is  in  store  for  all  the  readers 
of  Father  Tennien's  "Chungking  Listening  Post." 


"THE  PRIEST  GOES  TO  WAR."  Published  by 
the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith, 
109  East  38th  St.,  New  York  16,  N.Y.  Price  $1. 

"One  picture  is  worth  a  thousand  words."  The 
truth  of  this  old  Chinese  proverb  was  brought 
vividly  to  mind  as  we  feasted  our  eyes  on  the 
interesting  and  delightful  illustrations  which 
form  the  greater  part  of  this  latest  publication 
on  the  work  of  Catholic  chaplains  in  the  war. 

The  picture  used  on  the  cover  of  the  book  was 
painted  by  a  marine,  Frederick  Douglas  Green- 
bowe,  on  one  of  the  Solojnon  Islands.  It  depicts 
a  chaplain  giving  Holy  Communion  to  a  marine 
beside  the  grave  of  a  fallen  comrade. 

In  the  foreword  by  Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Tlios.  J.  Mc- 
Donnell, we  read:  "The  priest  goes  to  war  as  a 
man  of  peace.  His  armour  is  tlie  Cross.  His  right 
hand  is  raised,  not  to  take  life  but  to  give  it.  He 
blesses,  he  absolves,  he  breaks  the  Bread  of  Life  to 
his  men,  he  anoints  them  and  closes  their  dying 
eyes,  and  over  their  graves  he  erects  the  Cross  and 
chants  the  Requiem  of  a  fallen  hero."  All  this  is 
brought  clearly  before  us  pictorially  in  the  pages 
that  follow.    The  pictures  are  interspersed  with 


adequate  word  descriptions  and  anecdotes.  The 
written  word  and  pictured  scene  are  skillfully 
combined  to  make  a  precious  souvenir  in  every 
home  that  can  boast  of  having  son,  brother,  father, 
or  husband  in  any  one  of  the  services. 


WHAT  SAY  YOU?  By  David  Goldstein,  LL.D. 
Radio  Replies  Press,  St.  Paul,  Minn.  Price 
$2.75. 

Imbued  with  the  propaganda  spirit  instilled 
into  him  while  in  the  Socialist  movement,  David 
Goldstein,  LL.D.,  the  well-known  convert  from 
Marx  to  Christ,  has  "celebrated,"  as  he  says,  his 
fortieth  year  of  Christian  propaganda  by  sending 
forth  his  seventh  volume  in  defense  of  the  faith 
of  his  adoption.  "What  Say  You?,"  which  is  filled 
from  cover  to  cover  with  extended  answers  given 
to  hostile  as  well  as  to  friendly  inquirers,  is  the 
first  Catholic  quiz  book  from  the  pen  of  a  layman. 
It  was  written  to  help  other  laymen  understand 
the  principles  and  arguments  that  sustain  belief 
in  religion  in  general,  and  the  Catholic  religion 
in  particular. 

The  author's  aim,  as  is  plainly  seen,  is  the  tri- 
umph of  truth  over  error.  His  endeavour  "is  to 
bring  the  peace  and  satisfaction  of  heart  to  others 
that  I  have  found  in  a  proper  understanding  of 
religious  and  moral  teachings;  and  in  endeavor- 
ing to  be  in  harmonious  relationship  with  the 
Prince  of  Peace,  Who  is  the  Wav  and  the  Ttuth 
and  the  Life." 

Students,  who  like  clear-cut,  well-reasoned 
arguments,  adequately  authenticated,  that  teach 
religious  principles,  histor.y  and  practices;  argu- 
ments that  meet  challenging  opponents  without 
any  "ifs,  buts  and  perhapses"  will  appreciate 
"What  Say  You?"  The  book  contains  an  extensive 
index  which  adds  to  its  value. 


THE  CLEAN  OBLATION.  By  Rev.  M.  D.  Forrest. 
Radio  Replies  Press.   Price  $2.75. 

Although  this  work  covers  over  300  pages,  it  is 
written  in  a  style  so  clear  and  simple  that  it  can 
be  read,  and  its  arguments  followed  with  little 
more  effort  than  is  required  for  a  work  of  fiction. 
Hence,  though  the  work  is  essentially  theological 
and.  therefore,  primarily  for  priests,  it  may  be 
profitably  studied  by  religious  teachers,  whilst 
the  scholarly  layman  will  welcome  it  as  a  pro- 
found but.  nevertheless,  intensel.v  interesting  ex- 
cui'sion  into  the  domain  of  theolog.v. 


LIFE  OF  FATHER  PRO.   By  Rev.  :M.  D.  Forrest. 
Radio  Replies  Press.    Price  $1.00. 

The  world-wide  interest  in  the  cause  of  Father 
Pro's  canonization  is  responsible  for  the  publica- 


A  MAX  IS  NOT  SO  SOON  HEALED  AS  HURT. 
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tiou  of  this  American  edition  of  his  life  with  actu- 
al photographs  of  his  martyrdom. 


The  following  pamphlets  are  also  obtainable 
from  Radio  Replies  Press. 

"The  Life  of  Francis  Assissi."  Written  in  sil- 
houettes for  the  screen  by  the  convert  nun,  Sister 
Fides  Shepperson,  PH.D.  15c. 

"New  Light  on  Martin  Luther."  A  blunt  ex- 
pose of  the  Lutheran  question,  56  pages.  15c. 

"The  Mosaic  Manifesto."  The  Ten  Command- 
ments popularly  explained  for  children  and  con- 
verts, plastic  binding.  50c. 

"The  Theology  of  the  Crucifixion."  A  Good  Fri- 
day sermon  in  reply  to  "The  Crucifixion"  by  Rev. 
John  Holmes,  Pastor  of  the  Community  Church. 
New  York  City. 

"The  Music  of  Ireland."  Radio  commentaries 
on  34  representative  Irish  Songs.  15c. 

"Why  Squander  Illness?"  A  64-page  booklet 
of  prayers  and  thoughts  for  Catholic  and  non- 
Catholic  hospital  patients.  15c. 


REQUIESCAT  IN  PACE! 

In  a  recent  issue  of  the  "Catholic  Record"  we 
read  of  the  death  of  Mr.  David  Smith,  of  Biloxi, 
Miss.  Mr.  Smith  was  ninety  years  old  and  died 
as  the  result  of  an  automobile  accident.  He  has 
been  an  interested  friend  and  helper  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  for  many  years.  He  himself  had  devot- 
ed his  life  to  the  teaching  of  religion,  and  owing 
to  his  efforts  thousands  of  children  were  enabled 
to  receive  religious  instruction.  We  ask  the  pray- 
ers of  our  readers  for  this  zealous  Avorker  in  the 
Master's  Vineyard. 


EVER  FAITHFUL! 

The  following  letter,  in  which  was  enclosed  a 
donation  of  $10.00  is  proof  that  the  students  at 
St.  Michael's  are  as  mission-minded  as  ever: 

Dear  Sister:  At  the  first  meeting  in  the  New 
Year  the  Executive  voted  that  we  send  five  dol- 
lars to  the  Sisters  of  Service  for  a  seven-year 
catechism  course  for  a  child  in  Western  Canada. 
We  also  want  to  renew  our  subscription  to  "The 
Field  at  Home."  Grade  V  are  enelosin?  three  dol- 
lars for  First  Communion  Courses.  We  feel  that 
you  will  agree  with  us  that  this  is  a  good  way  to 
begin  the  New  Year.  You  will  hear  from  us  again, 
because  we  are  very  interested  in  your  work  for 
the  children  of  the  West,  who  have  not  the  ad- 
vantages that  we  have. 

Junior  Crusaders, 
St.  Michael's  Academy. 
Chatham,  N.B. 


IN  MARY'S  CITY 

CLUB  work  of  any  kind,  but  especially  with 
the  young,  is  very  interesting.  The  Club 
at  Montreal  houses  approximately  100 
young  girls,  whose  parental  roof  is  somewhere 
within  the  radius  of  a  thousand  miles  or  more. 
Newfoundland,  P.E.I.,  or  even  Cape  Breton 
seems  a  long  way  off  when  memories  of  home 
loom  up  and  the  big  city,  for  the  moment,  loses 
all  its  ephemeral  attractiveness. 

Companionship — a  neighbour  "handy  home" — 
is  the  proverbial  cure  at  the  Club.  The  bright  and 
cheery  reception  rooms  are  an  invitation  to  a  little 
chatter  and  a  bit  of  banter,  and  when  one's 
troubles  are  shared  half  the  victory  is  won.  Hap- 
piness and  contentment  go  hand  in  hand  with 
right  living,  thus  proving  the  truth  of  our  aim — 
the  keeping  of  good  girls  good. 

All  the  girls  have  a  personal  friend  in  our  chap- 
lain. Most  Reverend  Lawrence  P.  Whelan,  who  is 
with  us  for  all  ma.ior  feast  days,  to  say  Mass  and 
give  instructions  in  our  Club  Chanel,  besides  the 
occasional  Conference  an(J  Benediction  through- 
out the  year. 

The  Rosary  is  said  in  the  Chapel  every  night 
immediately  after  dinner  for  those  who  wish  to 
attend,  thus  affordincr  the  ffirls  amiple  time  to  ex- 
press devotion  to  their  Heavenly  Mother,  and 
yet  keen  their  evening  en  pas-em  en  ts. 

Devotions  in  honour  of  Our  Tradv  of  Perpetual 
Heln,  inplndin?  instructions  for  the  o-irls.  are  held 
everv  Thursdav.  followed  bv  Benediction. 

All  interested  in  Catholic  literature  may  .loin 
the  Ai~>ostolate  of  the  Press.  This  groun  re-mail 
maa"a!^inps  and  naners  weekly  to  families  living 
in  outlviuer  districts  and  nut  of  reerular  contact 
with  a  nriest.  Funds  for  this  work  are  gathered 
th^f^no-b  their  Soeial  Committee. 

The  Junior  Extension  Sopietv  is  a  sroun  of  our 
C^ub  girls  who  meet  after  the  devotions  on  Thurs- 
dav pvpn^'no-s  to  mako  email  altar  linens  for  the 
mission  church  PS  out  West. 

Thp  C^u^  Tiibrarv  includes  over  200  booVs  on 
A-arious  subipcts — religion,  travel  and  fiction. 
Clnb  members  have  free  access  to  this  Librarv. 

The  evenine  sin<?-sone'  around  the  piano,  with 
its  frenuent  intermissions  for  "the  favourite 
rthonoe-ranh  record"  is  a  lift  to  any  heart — ^be  it 
light  or  heavy. 

Mixed  parties,  where  the  girls  have  the  privi- 
les-e  of  meeting  new  friends,  are  held  periodically 
at  the  Club.  A  senior  member  of  the  C.W.L. 
chaperones  these  gatherings  and  is  always  pres- 
sent  to  receive  the  guests  and  renew  acquaint- 
ances. 

As  the  Club  is  nearinar  its  20th  Anniversary  in 
"Mary's  City"  we  take  this  opportunity  to  public- 
ly thank  Our  Blessed  Mother  for  the  many  sifts 
and  favours  bestowed  on  us.  S.O.S. 


WHERE  THERE  IS  A  SURFEIT  OP  WORDS,  THERE  IS  A  FAMINE  OF  INTEIil/IGENCE. 
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HE  FIELD  AFAR 

"That  False  Nationalism  May  Not  Hinder  The  Spread  of  Christianity" 


(Mission  Intention  for  April  1946) 

IN  considering-  this  intention,  reconimended  by 
the  Holy  See  for  prayerful  remembrance 
during  the  month  of  April,  let  us  recall  that 
scene  between  our  Saviour,  the  Pharisees  and  the 
Heroclians,  as  described  in  the  twenty-second  chap- 
ter of  the  Gospel  of  St.  Matthew.  "Master,  we 
know  that  thou  art  truthful,  and  that  thou  teachest 
the  way  of  God  in  truth  and  that  thou  carest 
naught  for  any  man ;  for  thou  dost  not  regard  the 
person  of  men,"  was  their  flattering  introduction  to 
an  inquiry  by  which  they  hoped  to  trap  Christ. 
"Tell  us,  therefore,  what  dost  thou  think  :  Is  it  law- 
ful to  give  tribute  to  Caesar,  or  not?  With  infinite 
wisdom  Jesus  Christ  made  the  perfect  answer 
indicating  clearly  the  complete  cleavage  which 
must  exist  between  service  to  God  and  to  the 
state.  "Render,  therefore,  to  Caesar  the  things 
that  are  Caesar's,"  He  said,  "and  to  God  the 
things  that  are  God's." 

Today,  more  than  ever  before,  there  must  be  a 
clear  concept  of  the  meaning  of  nationalism,  be- 
cause the  sins  that  are  committed  in  its  name  are 
multiplying  with  alarming  rapidity.  Donald  Att- 
water  furnishes  a  concrete  and  explicit  definition 
when  he  states  "the  term  is  sometimes  used  as  sy- 
nonymous with  patriotism,  but  more  often  and 
conveniently  .to  distinguish  an  undue  particular- 
ism in  favor  of  one's  own  country.  Nationalism  in 
this  sense  amounts  to  a  religion  in  so  far  as  it  pro- 
duces the  same  degree  of  enthusiasm  and  devotion 
and  makes  of  the  nation  and  its  interests  an  end 
in  itself." 

Needless  to  say  nationalism,  when  considered  in 
this  light,  affords  a  medium  for  mtiny  abuses. 
Basically  it  may  provide  the  foundation  for  the 
spread  of  racial  hatreds,  at  the  same  time  sowing 
the  seeds  for  disorders,  overthrow  of  governments 
and  eventually  warfare.  Extremists  in  national- 
ism today  would  have  us  believe  that  their  tenets 


are  opposed  to  socialism  and  communism.  Actual- 
ly all  three  possess  many  of  the  same  fundamental 
principles  and  invariably  open  the  way  for  total- 
itarianism regardless  of  the  claims  of  the  leaders. 
Whenever  the  state  becomes  supreme,  when  it 
reaches  down  into  the  lives  of  individuals,  dictat- 
ing the  mode  of  living,  the  method  of  education, 
and  the  allocation  of  occupational  pursuits,  it  has 
entered  upon  the  road  of  false  nationalism  which 
parallels  facism  and  communism. 

Nationalism,  which  would  destroy  the  inalien- 
able rights  of  the  individual,  denies  the  brother- 
hood of  man  and  the  Fathex'hood  of  God,  and 
should  have  no  place  in  human  society.  Yet  we 
know  that  events  currently  happening  through- 
out the  world  give  ample  evidence  of  the  spread 
of  this  false  nationalism.  Occurrences  in  India, 
Java,  Sumatra  and  the  Netherlands  East  Indies 
indicate  the  consequences  which  may  result  from 
the  present  unrest  and  disorders.  A  strong  Hindu 
or  Moslem  fanaticism,  inflamed  by  a  desire  for 
complete  government  control,  can  never  be  ex- 
pected to  aid  in  the  spread  of  Christianity.  Actu- 
ally, however,  these  are  the  forces  which  are  at 
work  in  the  orient  and  the  Near  East,  although 
they  merely  claim  nationalistic  aspirations. 

In  view  of  such  facts,  The  Society  for  the  Pro- 
pagation of  the  Faith  urges  American  Catholics 
to  pray  ardently  during  the  month  of  April  for 
the  intention  recommended  by  the  Holy  See.  Love 
of  one's  country  is  most  laudable,  and  our  peonle 
have  given  ample  evidence  that  they  are  devoted 
to  this  nation  and  all  that  concerns  her.  Now  they 
are  asked  to  remember  those  who,  standing  at  the 
crossroads  of  history,  may  be  carried  away  by 
that  extremist  policy  Avhich  leads  to  false  nation- 
alism. 

Right  Rev.  Msgr.  Thomas  J.  ^McDonnell, 
National  Director 
The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 
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EDirORIAL 


INTEREST  IN  THE  MISSIONS 


THE  STORY  of  the  Missions  has  always  held 
the  interest  of  the  true  Catholic  heart.  We 
love  to  follow  the  footsteps  of  our  missionar- 
ies, be  it  on  the  .snows  of  the  Arctic  or  on  the  burn- 
ing sands  of  the  desert.  There  is  in  the  tale  of  those 
|iioneers  of  the  cross  somethin<j'  that  fascinates  oui' 
imagination,  stirs  our  feelin>i'.s  ami  infhim(\s  our 
love  for  our  holy  Faith. 

Never  perhaps  in  the  histoi-y  of  the  Churcli  lias 
there  been  amonp-  the  faitliful  a  more  worhl-w  idc 
inteivst  in  the  missions  than  at  the  present  da.v. 
This  is  largely  due  to  the  multiplicity  of  mission- 
ary magazines,  profusely  and  beautifully  illus- 
trated, and  to  the  missionary  conventions  and 
exhibitions  whei'e  our  people  are  brought  into 
close  contact  with  the  activities  of  our  missionar- 
ies throughout  the  Avorld. 

This  growing  interest  is  particularly  in  evi- 
dence in  our  schools  and  colleges.  This  is  one  of 
the  most  promising  signs  for  the  futui-e.  The 
children  who  today  are  saving  their  pennies  to 
bu.v  "black  or  Chinese  babies"  and  the  college 
students  who  are  leagued  together  in  the  i\Iission 
Crusade  are  the  men  and  women  of  tomoi-row. 
The  love  of  the  missions  will  surely  follow  them 
in  later  life. 

What  is  the  source  of  this  unflagging  interest 
in  our  missions  ?  Undoubtedly  it  springs  primarily 
from  our  Faith.  We  love  to  see  the  Kingdom  of 
God  spread  among  "those  people  who  now  sit 
in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow  of  death."  Is  it 
uot  the  partial  realization  of  our  daily  prayer : 
"Thy  Kingdom  come— on  eai'th,  as  it  is  in  heaven." 

But  there  is  another  feature  we  think  that 
should  be  here  stressed.  "Missionary  work," 
wrote  Agnes  Repellier,  "is  alike  the  world  over; 


but  the  intimate  details  of  life  amid  new  and  hard 
surroiuulings  are  of  abiding  interest  to  readei's 
who  enjoy  the  luxuries  of  civilization."  We  all 
love  the  heroic,  the  self-sacrificing  life  of  our 
missionaries.  W^e  love  to  follow  them  in  their 
daring  adventures  by  land  and  water.  AVith  them 
we  visit  the  African  jungle,  we  walk  the  dusty 
roads  of  China,  we  penetrate  into  the  very  heart 
of  mysterious  India,  we  roam  the  South  Seas,  we 
tly  to  the  Arctic  Circle  ....  for  "His  Dominion 
extends  from  sea  to  sea  and  from  the  river  unto 
the  ends  of  the  earth"  (Ps.  71-V.  8). 

To  have  a  share  in  the  establishing  and  the  up- 
building of  the  Church  of  God  has  a  fascination 
for  the  Catholic  heart.  Does  not  this  come  from 
the  grace  of  our  Baptism?  Through  it  we  were 
incorporated  in  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ.  Is 
it  not  but  reasonable  that  every  member  of  this 
l>ody  is  interested  in  the  welfare  of  the  other 
members  ?  This  explains  the  interest  of  Catholics 
in  the  missions. 

Ma.v  this  interest  grow  among  us.  It  will  mean 
a  fuller  Catholic  life.  It  will  elevate  us  above  the 
])assing  interests  of  this  world  and  rivet  our  at- 
tention on  "things  unseen"  and  on  that  life  eter- 
nal for  which  God  has  created  us. 


DO  GOOD  WITH  WHAT  YOU  HAVE,  OR  IT  WILL  DO  NO  GOOD  TO  YOl . 
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Notes  and  Comments 


GETTING  CXOSER  TOGETHER'. 

A  certain  writer  relates  how  lie 
came  on  the  scene  where  he  found 
-Mrs.  M.  engaged  in  a  friendly  argu- 
ment with  her  son: 

"This  one-,"  she  said  with  a 
scornful  sweep  of  the  hand,  "is 
tellin'  me  all  about  jet  planes,  an' 
wireless  an'  television,  and  he's 
tellin'  me  how  close  people  are  get- 
ting to  each  other. 

"Aye,  it  is  a  great  world,  this 
world  of  his,  with  its  atom  bombs 
and  rockets  and  all  the  rest  of  it, 
but  people  don't  seem  to  get  much 
closer  to  each  other,  unless  it's  to 
do  a  bit  of  fighting. 

"And  for  all  the  closeness  and  the 
wonders,  nobody  seems  to  be  able 
to  do  much  about  helping  the  poor 
wandering  and  starving  millions  of 
Europe  these  days. 

"I'm  thinking  that  when  I'm 
telling  my  beads  here,  I'm  a  lot 
closer  to  those  same  poor  women  in 
Europe  than  the  wireless  and  planes 
would  ever  get  me. 

"And  maybe  I'm  doing  them 
more  good,  too." 

"You're  right,  there,"  I  said. 

"Maybe  I  am,  but  I'm  an  old 
woman  and  prayin's  all  I  can  do. 
You  can  say  your  prayers,  too — 
but  you  needn't  sit  by  the  fire 
while  you're  prayin'.  You  can  get 
on  with  some  work. 

"I  haven't  left  my  catechism  so 
far  behind  that  I  don't  remember 
that  Our  Lord  fed  people  with  loav- 
es an'  fishes,  as  well  as  prayin'  over 
them.  And  now  you  have  me  ser- 
monisin'.  Anyway,  it's  good  for 
you." 


CHrRCHlLL  PRAISES 
CATHOLIC  CHURCH 

Speaking  before  the  Dutch  Parlia- 
ment at  the  Hague.  Churchill  made 
this  considered  statement: 

"Since  the  estrangements  be- 
tween Protestants  and  Catholics  in 
the  16th  and  17th  centuries,  there 
has  arisen  at  least  one  important 
new  fact  that  every  one  should  bear 
in  mind.  The  Church  of  Rome  has 
ranged  itself  on  the  side  of  those 
who  defend  the  rights  and  dignity 
of  the  individual  as  well  as  the 
cause  of  personal  liberty  all  over 
the  world." 


AVHY  HEAR  MASS? 

The  RATIONAL  MAN  needs  the 
Mass  to  pay  to  Almighty  God  his 
debt  of  worship  and  adoration. 

The  GRATEFUL  MAN  needs  the 
Mass  to  pay  Him  his  debt  of  grati- 
tude for  the  gift  of  life  and  daily 
sustenance. 

The  SINFUL  MAN — "and  who  is 
without  sin  among  you?" — needs 
the  Mass  to  satisfy  Divine  Justice 
and  to  pay  his  debt  for  God's  mercy 
and  forgiveness. 

The  TROUBLED  MAN  needs  the 
Mass  that  he  may  offer  it  up  as  a 
worthy  prayer  for  the  help  of  Heav- 
en in  distress  and  danger. 

The  THOUGHTFUL  MAN  needs 
the  Mass  that  he  may  ever  bear  in 
mind  the  Main  Issue  of  life, — his 
salvation. 

The  THOUGHTLESS  MAN  needs 
the  Mass  to  evei-  keep  before  him 
the  solemn  warning  of  the  prophet 
of  old:  "With  desolation  is  all  the 
world  made  desolate,  because  no 
man  thinketh  in  his  heart." 

The  EVERYDAY  MAN  needs  the 
Mass  to  enable  him  to  discharge 
fittingly  the  duties  and  responsibil- 
ities of  life. 

In  the  hour  of  death  ALL  the 
masses  you  have  heard  will  be  your 
greatest  consolation:  they  have 
been  recorded  in  the  Book  of  Life 
for  your  resurrection. 


ST.  AU(;USTINE'S  REASONS  FOB. 
BEING  A  CATHOIilC 

"The  agreement  of  peoples  and 
nations  keeps  me  within  the  Church. 
So  does  her  authority,  inaugurated 
by  miracles,  nourished  by  hope,  en- 
larged by  love,  established  by  age. 
The  succession  of  priests,  beginning 
from  the  very  See  of  the^  apostle 
Peter,  to  whom  the  Lord,  after  His 
resurrection,  placed  in  charge  of 
feeding  His  sheept  down  to  the 
present  episcopate,  keeps  me.  And 
so.  finally,  does  the  Catholic  name 
itself,  which,  not  without  reason, 
the  Church  has  thus  retained  in 
the  midst  of  so  many  heresies,  in 
such  a  way  that,  although  all  her- 
etics wish  to  be  called  Catholics, 
yet,  wh'en  a  stranger  asks  where 
the  Catholic  Church  meets,  no  her- 
etic will  dare  to  indicate  his  own 
basilica  or  his  own  house." 


ONE  MORE  PRIEST 

One  priest  more  means  another 
Mass  more,  every  day,  for  twenty, 
thirty  or  forty  years.  And  remem- 
ber that  the  Mass  is  the  salvation  of 
the  world!  At  Mass  it  is  Jesus 
Christ,  God-Man,  who  offers  Him- 
self for  us  as  a  victim,  who  take-s  up 
His  abode  among  us,  who  makes 
Himself  the  food  of  our  spiritual 
life. 

One  priest  more!  and  how  many 
souls  enlightened,  consoled,  con- 
verted, guided  towards  virtue,  to- 
wards sanctity?  How  many  chil- 
dren saved,  sick  persons  visited,  sin- 
ners reconciled!  You  cannot  better 
save  your  brethren,  your  family, 
your  country,  or  society,  than  in  ol3- 
taining  one  priest  more.. 

You  are  helping  young  men  to 
the  priesthood  when  you  give  gener- 
ously to  the  Seminary  collection. 

It  follows  from  the  fact  that  an 
ambitious  man  is  one  who  is  aim- 
ing at  a  great  achievement  that 
priests  are  the  most  ambitious  men 
in  the  world.  They  are  aiming  at 
the.  greatest  possible  achievement. 

Our  Lord  said,  "What  doth  it  pro- 
fit a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world 
and  suffer  the  loss  of  his  soul?"  If 
we  gain  the  whole  world  and  lose 
our  soul  our  efforts  are  useless; 
that  being  true,  then  saving  our 
soul  is  a  higher  achievement  than 
anything  else  in  the  world.  Saving 
a  soul,  therefore,  is  the  highest 
achievement  in  the  world. 

The  greatest  ambition  in  the 
world  is  that  which  urges  the  priest 
onward.  What  is  the  priest's  imme- 
diate interest,  the  center  of  his  am- 
bition? 

Day  and  night,  year  in  and  year 
out.  his  one  care  is  souls;  by  saving 
the  souls  of  others  he  hopes  to  save 
his  own.  He  has  so  realized  the 
value  of  a  soul  that  he  puts  aside 
mere  worldly  ambitions  entirely. 

The  next  time  you  take  your  hat 
off  to  a  priest,  remember  the  ex- 
alted aim  he  has  in  life  and  let  it 
add  a  little  to  your  reverence  for 
him.  Give  generously  to  the  Sem- 
inary Collection  and  you  are  help- 
ing such  heroes  to  attain  the  high- 
est possible  achievement — the  sal- 
vation of  souls. 


ON  RADIO  WAVRS 

"The  'isms'  of  the  twentieth 
century  —  communism.  facisism, 
militarism  and  narrow  nationalism 
— are  not  held  back  by  oceans  or 
distance.  They  travel  with  speed 
on  radio  waves." 

(Hon.  Paul  McNutt) 


MUCH  OF  OUR  SO-OALLED  REASONING  CONSISTS  IN  FINDING 
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Edson  Edits 


The  Universal  Carrier 

ISTER.  Sister,  eomo  quickly!  Look  what  is 
^\  coming-  up  the  road  !"  The  chihlish  voice  was 
tilled  with  excitement  and  the  eye.s  with  won- 
der a.s  our  star  patient  of  ten  summers  grasped  the 
wheel-chair  more  firmly  and  strained  to  get 
another  glimpse  at  what  proved  to  be  an  army 
"Universal  Carrier."  But  what  was  it  doing-  in 
Edson  Sister  was  interested  by  this  time.  The 
vehicle  had  come  to  the  hospital  corner  and  was 
going  through  a  number  of  gyrations  which  re- 
minded one  of  a  bucking  horse.  There  was  a  stoji, 
a  shift  of  gears  and  a  turning  on  itself,  and  then 
a  lurch  downward  and  forward.  The  noise  was 
that  of  a  caterpillar  tractor,  and  when  it  finally 
reached  the  front  of  the  hospital,  all  the  neigh- 
boring children  had  already  gathered  to  inspect 
it.   Who  would  want  a  thing  like  this — and  why? 

All  our  questions  were  to  be  answered  as  the 
driver.  Father  Gamache.  0.]\I.T..  climbed  out  of  the 
cab,  stepped  over  the  windshield  and  laughingly 
introduced  us  to  his  newest  mission  "helper." 
"Just  the  thing  for  the  Sisters  of  Service,"  said 
he!  "But  what  is  an  Oblate  doing  with  it?"  We 
were  too  wary  to  say  that  a  Sister  of  Service 
would  never  drive  a  thing  like  that.  Stranger 
things  have  happened!  It  was  wiser  to  have  the 
present  owner  prove  his  point ! 

Father  looks  after  the  Indian  and  half-breed 
missions  on  the  Edmonton-Jasper  line.  His  head- 
quarters are  at  AVinterburn — a  reserve  for  the 
Gree  tribe.  It  is  a  long  drive,  but  every  fourth 
Sunday  of  the  month  he  leaves  Winterburn  and 
drives  to  his  Western  missions  to  say  Mass  there. 
It  is  on  these  journeyings  that  we  have  the  plea- 
sure of  offering  him  hospitality  as  he  iiasses 
through  Edson  on  his  way  to  his  destination.  But 
wily  had  he  changed  his  mode  of  conveyance?  It 
used  to  be  a  green  two-seater  jalopy  that  parked 
outside  everv  fourth  Sundav — but  now  ! 

It  proved  that  Father  Avas  on  his  way  to  his 
farthermost  mission — the  mission  of  Grand  Cache. 
For  us  who  are  Easterners,  the  name  is  still  redo- 
lent Avith  visions  of  camp  fires  and  trapping  and 
even  desperados,  although  we  know  that  it  is  a 
settlement  of  half-breed  Crees  eighty-five  miles 
north  of  Entrance,  w'hich  is  on  the  Jasper  high- 
way. The  distance  would  not  be  formidable  in 
the  newest  Dodge  or  even  in  a  Model  T,  but  the 
trail  leads  through  virgin  forest  at  the  foot  of  the 
Rockies,  so  that  the  trip  takes  three  or  four  days. 
Father  takes  this  route  three  times  a  year  to 
bring  spiritual  help  and  consolation  to  these  chil- 
dren of  the  forest.  For  children  they  are  in  spir- 
it.   Those  who  have  come  to  our  hospital  are  shy 

ARGUMENTS  FOR  GOING  ON  BELIEVING  AS  WE  DO 


The  Vniver.sal  Carrier 

and  almost  pathetic  in  the  confidence  they  have 
in  the  Sisters'  art  of  healing.  They  are  most  grate- 
ful for  any  attention,  although  they  can  express 
this  only  in  smiles. 

When  Father  is  to  visit  them,  they  send  horses 
to  meet  him  at  the  highway,  and  the  trek  begins 
northward.  The  winter  trip.  Father  tells  us,  is 
the  most  harrassing.  The  snow  proves  to  be  an 
almost  insurmountable  barrier  in  places,  when  the 
lioi-ses  caimot  get  a  footing  but  sink  down  into 
it  with  their  rider.  Camp  is  pitched  at  night  and 
the  riders  snatch  some  sleep  in  an  improvised  tent 
or  shelter,  Avhile  one  of  their  number  watches  for 
the  approach  of  wild  beasts  and  makes  sure  that 
the  horses  do  not  stray. 

It  was  to  shorten  this  trip  and  to  have  an  easier 
way  of  transporting  materials  for  the  church-in- 
the-making  that  Father  had  purchased  the  army 
carrier  from  War  Assets.  We  could  not  imagine 
that  this  form  of  ride  would  be  more  comfort- 
able or  interesting  than  on  horse  back.  Springs 
seemed  to  be  at  a  minimum,  and  a  big  keg  of  gaso- 
line occupied  most  of  the  space  beside  the  driver. 
The  only  shelter  w^ould  be  provided  by  canvas 
spread  over  a  frame-work  of  curtain  i-ods  which 
Father  had  placed  over  the  cab.  However,  when 
one  has  roughed  the  trail  for  twelve  years  as  he 
has,  his  must  be  a  good  reason  for  changing! 

We  peeped  under  the  canvas  at  the  rear  to 
where  a  plaster  angel  reposed  serene  between  t-wo 
wooden  pedestals.  Rolls  of  tar  paper  and  several 
tW'O-by-fours  were  also  part  of  the  baggage,  and 
we  learnt  that  these  were  to  go  as  improvements 
to  the  forest  "church." 

As  the  missioner  started  again  on  his  way,  Ave 
could  not  but  smile  Avhen  a  pair  of  horses  almost 
bolted  as  the  carrier  jogged  down  the  road ;  it 
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The  New  Babies — Edson  Hospital 

was  just  a  distraction  from  tli inking  of  wliat  the 
Church  in  Western  Canada  owes  to  the  sons  of 
Mary  Inunaculate. 

Riddle  Me-Ree ! 

Allan  came  in  for  a  tonsillectomy.  His  state  of 
health  before  the  event  was  excellent  so  that,  as 
a  normal  boy  would,  he  became  acquainted  with 
the  hospital  and  its  inmates  in  a  very  short  time. 
His  favourite  rendezvous  was  with  Eddie  (of 
whom  we  sliall  write  later),  who  had  liad  the  mis- 


fortune of  coming  too  close  to  fire.  The 
two  got  along  famously,  and  with  the 
naviete  of  children  enjoyed  each 
other's  company  and  remarks.  Said 
Allan  to  Sister  at  the  end  of  the  even- 
ing "Here's  a  joke.  Sister.  "What  has 
two  legs  and  cannot  walk?"  Sister 
feigned  ignorance.  "Give  up  .'"  "It's 
Eddie !"  said  he — and  Eddie  laughed 
the  longest  I 

Crates  for  Cribs 

The  babies  kept  coming,  and  it  was 
almost    in    desperation    that  Ave  sent 
down  to  the  sewing  room  asking  the 
Sister  there  to  improvise  another  crib. 
It  proved  to  be  an  apple  box  practically 
disguised  by  cotton  trimmed  with  bric- 
a-brac.    Word  of  this  got  around,  and  the  new 
offsprings  Avere  christened  by  the  doctor  "Wine- 
sap,"  "Duchess"  and  "Delicious." 

One  young  mother  voiced  her  subconscious 
mind  under  sedation,  for  although  she  had  been 
amused  by  the  appellations,  she  Avas  Avorried 
about  her  baby.  "You  Avon't  put  my  baby  in  the 
apple  box,  Avill  you  ?"  She  Avas  quieted  only  Avhen 
Ave  assured  her  that  her  baby  Avould  be  a  "Roman 
Beauty" — and  it  was! 

S.O.S.,  Edson 


TRUE  PIETY 

By  RAOUL  PLUS,  C.J. 

A  great  many  people  find  piety  where  there  is 
none.  Some  find  it  in  paiticulai-  attitudes  and 
gestures.  Piety  does  not  reside  in  any  i)articulai' 
attitude  and  God  can  hear  prayers  which  are  said 
silently,  (juite  as  Avell  as  any  others. 

Other  people  fancy  that  piety  consists  in  a  mul- 
tiplicity of  spiritual  exercises — so  many  rosaries, 
so  many  little  "offices,"  so  much  reading  of  pious 
books.  They  expect  the  skies  to  fall  if  they  are 
obliged  to  altei-  the  time  fixed  for  a  certain  de- 
votion or  to  miss  it  altogethei".  Noav,  such  exer- 
cises of  piety  are  certainly  necessary,  but  they 
are  not  the  Avhole,  or  even  the  principal  part,  of 
the  spiritual  life. 

Others  make  piety  a  matter  of  sentiment,  and 
Avhen  God  sends  them  consolation  in  prayer  they 
think  it  is  merited,  and  confuse  facility  with 
virtue. 

True  piety  is  a  question  of  spirit — the  si)irit 
AA'hich  animates  our  lives.  It  is,  above  all,  a  matter 
of  intelligence.  In  this  domain,  as  in  so  many 
others,  there  is  much  waste  of  ill-dii-ected  energy. 
Many  souls  are  generous,  but  they  tend  to  stray 
aimlessly  down  side-tracks  of  piety,  simply  for 

LOVE  FORCIVEiS  EVERYTHING  IN  THE 


Avant  of  a  sim]de,  broad,  comprehensive  and  pre- 
cise guiding  principle. 

Piety,  as  Ave  iinderstand  it,  is  essentially  stead- 
fast. It  is  founded  on  dogma  and  in  particular 
on  that  central  dogma  round  Avhich  all  others  re- 
volve. Thus,  firmly  rooted  piety  Avill  be  sustain- 
ed by  a  simple  and  traditional  rule  of  life.  It  Avill 
be  based,  not  on  sentiment,  but  on  faith.  It  Avill 
demand — and  inspire  —  great  energy,  and  even, 
in  certain  cases,  the  eomplete  sacrifice  of  self. 

Piety,  Avhich  is  based  on  one  of  the  fundamental 
dogmas  of  our  faith,  and  tlie  normal  method  of 
Avhich  is  that  of  renunciation,  is  steadfast  piety. 

True  piety  Avill  also  be  profound. 

It  Avill  penetrate  tlie  inmo.st  recesses  of  our 
souls.   It  Avill  make  knoAvn  to  us  royal  secrets. 

He  Avho  lives  Avith  God  in  his  soul,  and  by  God 
Avithin  him,  can  scarcely  bring  himself  to  act  su- 
perficially, Avithout  stability  or  serious  purpose. 
No.  Tho.se  Avhose  life  spreads  from  Avithin  out- 
Avards,  and  back  again.  Avill  not  suflFer  from  that 
terrible  Avant  of  concentration  Avhich  is  the  blem- 
ish of  commonplace,  gushing  natures.  Their  s])ir- 
itual  life  Avill  be  reduced  to  unity. 

How  many  souls  take  up  one  pious  practice 
after  another,  Avithout  making  the  slightest  at- 
tempt to  link  up  one  Avith  the  other,  to  form  a 
(Continued  on  Page  8) 
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James — His  Story  Runneth  Thus: 


IT  "WAS  9  o'clock  on  a  Saturday  night  when 
we  first  made  the  acquaintance  of  James.  He 
sat  phicidly  in  his  grandfather's  arms,  listen- 
ing with  detached  interest  to  the  account  of  his 
accident.  Running  about  the  farmyard  barefoot, 
he  had  stepped  on  a  4-inch  spike.  His  grandfath- 
er, alone  at  the  time,  had  withdrawn  the  invader, 
but  had  brought  James  in  to  us  for  further  treat- 
ment. James  was  4  years  old,  with  the  calm  and 
wisdom  of  endless  ages  in  his  curious,  old-man 
ways. 

We  took  him  to  the  Operating  Room  for  a 
dressing.  He  lay  on  the  table,  hands  under  head, 
watching  everything  as  if  he  w-ere  a  slightly 
bored  spectatoi-  and  not  the  chief  actor  in  the 
little  drama.  He  chatted  aiTably  and  a  bit  con- 
descendingly. The  treatment  administered  was 
painful,  but  only  once  did  the  tears  almost  spill 
over — not  quite,  though — and  of  course  we  looked 
the  other  way.  One  does  not  speak  when  solid 
dignity  almost  weeps. 

The  foot  fixed  up,  we  carried  our  patient  to 
the  waiting  room,  gave  him  some  scrapbooks  and 
left  him  to  await  his  grandfather's  return.  There 
is  a  statue  of  St.  Joseph  in  the  waiting  room.  A.s 
Sister  came  down  the  hall  she  noticed  James 
looking  it  over,  and  when  she  came  close,  he  call- 
ed, "Say.  who's  that  guy?"  Before  the  story  of 
the  Just  Man  progressed  very  far,  grandfather 
arrived  and  James  was  whisked  away. 

A  few  days  later  when  the  Night  Sister  came 
down  to  supper  there  was  that  look  on  every  face 
which  told  her  that  something  out-of-the-ordinary 
had  come  in  during  the  day.  Sure  enough,  it 
was  out-of-the-ordinary.  It  was  James.  The  foot 
had  become  infected,  so  he  had  returned  to  stay 
awhile.  As  soon  as  she  came  on 
duty,  Sister  visited  the  newcomer. 

"Good  evening,  James." 

"What's  your  name?" 

"T  am  Sister  X."  Out  shot  a  little 
hand  and  a  very  emphatic  "How 
do  you  do.  Sister  X,"  and  they 
solemnly  shook  hands.  Everything 
James  did  was  a  solemn  rite.  Never 
would  he  be  found  repenting  at 
leisure  what  he  had  done  in  haste — ■ 
because  he  was  never  in  haste. 

The  following  morning  James' 
grandmother  phoned  to  enqixire 
about  him.  Si.ster  told  him  of  the 
call.  He  considered  for  a  moment, 
chin  cupped  in  hand.  Then  said  he: 
"That  brings  tears  to  my  eyes." 
And  Sister  did  not  dare  laugh,  or 
let  even  the  suspicion  of  a  smile 


show  itself;  she  simply  withdrew  silently. 

James  had  been  baptized.  His  family  were  all 
Catholic,  but  not  on  very  intimate  terms  with 
their  religion.  Knowing  he  would  not  be  with 
us  very  long,  we  tried  to  give  him  some  know- 
ledge of  God,  said  morning  and  evening  prayers 
with  him  and  told  him  the  beautiful  stories  on 
which  more  fortunate  children  are  reared.  One 
night  Sister  was  very  busy  and  completely  for- 
got his  prayers  as  she  tucked  him  in.  When 
everything  was  quiet,  she  settled  down  to  her 
charts.  From  the  children's  ward  came  a  small 
voice,  "Si.ster."  "Go  to  sleep,  James."  "Sister." 
"I'm  not  coming  in,  so  be  a  good  boy  and  go  to 
sleep."  "Sister,  you  forgot  my  prayers."  That 
settled  it,  the  prayers  had  to  be  said.  They  started 
the  Our  Father  and  got  as  far  as  "lead  us  not  into 
temptation — ■" 

"Sister,  how  does  He  lead  us,  with  a  rope 
around  our  necks,  like  a  horse?"  She  explained 
simply  the  meaning  of  that  petition,  our  depen- 
dence upon  God  to  be  preserved  from  all  that 
might  hurt  our  souls  and  bodies.  Hurt  was  the 
word  she  used.  "Do  you  mean  things  that  hurt 
like  elephants  'n  lions  'n  the  strap  'n  things?" 
How  Sister  got  over  that  one  is  not  on  record. 
Night  prayers  finished  up  with  the  story  of  the 
Guardian  Angel  and  the  prayer  "Angel  of  God, 
my  Guardian  dear."  Then  James  was  re-tucked 
in.  As  Sister  put  the  light  out  he  asked,  "How 
do  I  know  I  have  a  Guardian  Angel  ?"  But  it  did 
not  work.  Sister  suspected  that  this  was  a  ruse 
to  prolong  the  conversation  and  not  a  hunger  and 
thirst  for  religious  knowledge.  In  the  morning 
James  greeted  her  airily  with — "I  know  I've  got 
a  Guardian  Angel." 


JaiiH\s  and  His  Fellow  Patient 


GENEROSITY  IS  THE  INVESTMENT  FHOM  WHICH  WE  CLIP  COUPONS  OF  H.^PPINESS. 
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"Of  course  you  liave,  but  what  makes  you  so 
sure  of  it  this  morning?" 

"Well,  I  said  last  night,  'Guardian  Angel  if 
you  are  really  here  pull  my  toe'  and  he  did." 

James  went  home  that  day.  Before  leaving  he 
went  to  the  chapel  and  prayed  solemnly.  With 
equal  solemnity  he  assured  us  that  he  would  see 
to  it  that  all  at  home  said  their  prayers.  We  did 
not  see  James  again.  His  home  Avas  several  miles 
distant,  far  from  church  and  priest.  We  often 
wondered  about  the  little  apostle.  The  grace  of 
God,  an  obliging  Angel  and  a  solemn  little  b"oy 
can  accomplish  wonders.  For  these  wonders  of 
grace  among  abandoned  souls  we  devoutly  pray. 

S.O.S. 


When  viewed  in  the  light  of  faith,  sacrifices, 
often  more  than  consolations,  help  us  to  advance  in 

the  path  of  holy  love. 

*  *  # 

We  can  sometimes  love  what  we  do  not  under- 
.stand,  but  it  is  impossible  to  completely  under- 
stand what  we  do  not  love. 

*  *  * 

It's  not  liking  the  things  we  like  to  do,  but  lik- 
ing the  things  we  have  to  do,  that  makes  life 
blessed. 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE  ACQUIRE 
HOME  IN  SASKATOON 

In  response  to  an  invitation  from  Bishop  Mur- 
ray a  Sister  of  Service  began  Social  Service  work 
in  Saskatoon  on  October  15,  1942.  Arrangements 
at  first  being  temporary,  the  Sister  engaged  in 


S.O.S.  Home  in  Saskatoon 


Beatf)  of  ^  benefactor 

Died  on  Trinity  Sunday,  after  a  few 
days  of  illness,  in  the  IIotel-Dieu  of  St. 
Basile,  N.B.-Rev.  Father  Feli.x  Dugal. 

The  benefactions  of  this  kind  father  to 
the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  reach 
back  through  many  years— in  the  year?  he 
took  out  an  annuity  in  favor  of  dur  work- 
When  the  semi  annual  interest  came  due 
he  would  send  oui'  chccpie  back,  asking  our 
prayers. 

Born  on  November  23,  1867,  he  was  or- 
dained to  the  holy  pi'iesthood  the  26th  May. 
1892— six  years  ago  he  had  celebrated  the 
golden  Jubilee  of  this  great  event  of  his 
life. 

After  an  exemplary  life  spent  in  the 
service  of  His  Divine  Master  he  ha.s  gone 
to  his  reward. 

Mass  was  said  for  the  repo.se  of  his  .soul 
in  the  chapel  of  our  ]\Iotlier  House.  R.I. P. 


this  work  lived  for  some  time  with  another 
Community. 

As  Bishop  Poeock,  who  succeeded  Bishop  Mur- 
ray in  1944  as  Bishop  of  Saskatoon  wished  the 
Sisteis  to  continue  working  in  the  Diocese,  it  was 
decided  that  the  S.O.S.  should  have  a  home  of 
their  own  as  soon  as  a  suitable  residence  could  be 
acquired.  In  due  course,  the  above  house,  situ- 
ated on  Saskatchewan  Crescent  and  overlooking 
the  river,  was  offered  for  sale  and  purchased  by 
the  Sistei-s  of  Service,  who  took  possession  of  the 
building  on  April  1,  1946. 

This  new  home  will  serve  as  a  centre  for  S.O.S. 
welfare  work  in  Saskatoon.  We  hope  that  the 
time  is  not  too  distant  when  the  Sisters  of  Service 
will  be  working  in  the  rural  areas  of  the  Diocese, 
and  it  will  then  be  a  great'  convenience  to  have 
a  home  in  the  city  as  lieadquarters  for  the  rural 
workers,  who  so  often  have  to  visit  the  city  on 
necessary  business. 

To  make  this  dream  of  rural  activity  a  reality 
we  have  one  great  need — vocations  and  more 
vocations ! 


Of  all  the  things  you  wear, 
the  most  important. 


your  expression  is 


Difference  between  perseverance  and  obstinacy 
-one  is  a  strong  will,  the  other  is  a  strong  won't. 


HE  WHO  XEVER  WALKS  SAVE  WHERE  HE  SEES  ^VLEN'S  TRACKS  MAKES  NO  DISCOVERIES, 
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Our  Day 

Rising  Bell    6.45  a.m. 

Holy  Mass    7-00 

Breakfast    8.00 

School    9-00 

Lunch   11.45 

School   12.45  p.m. 

Catechism    3.30 

Dinner   5.00 

Recreation    5.30 

Study    7.30 

Lights  Out   10.00 

THIS  is  our  sohedule,  adhered  to  as  closely  as 
bad  weather,  good  weather,  dust  storms 
and  the  vicissitudes  of  life  will  permit. 
Life  in  the  dormitory,  with  our  foiu'teen  stu- 
d<^nts  is  indeed  interesting  and  rich  in  eolourfti? 
details — more  so  than  anything  ever  conjured  up 
by  Walt  Disney  or  Orsan  Welles.  Their  creations 
are  but  man's  feeble  imagination.  Children — 
God's  master-pieces — are  that  delightful  mixture 
of  humour,  originality,  simplicity  and  perversity 
without  which  life  would  be  utterly  dull  and 
monotonous. 

The  day  begins  with  Mass,  attended  by  all  stu- 
dents in  various  stages  of  sleeping  and  waking. 
Sister  S.  remarked  to  one  of  the  boys  on  his  pro- 
fiiciency  in  serving  Mass,  saying  that  he  would 
soon  be  able  to  serve  in  his  sleep:  "Oh,  I've  been 
doing  that  all  along.  Sister,"  was  the  reply. 

Learning  Litvirgy 

Several  students  are  now  using  daily  missals, 
thus  finding  out  for  themselves  how  rich  is  the 
storehouse  of  the  Church's  Liturgy.  They  may 
not  know  the  exact  meaning  of  the  word,  but  is 
it  not  better  to  love  the  Liturgy  than  to  know 
how  to  define  it?  Every  effort  is  made  to  imbue 
them  with  an  appreciation  and  understanding  of 
the  Church's  ceremonies.  Our  first  step  in  this 
direction  was  the  training  of  altar  boys.  The 
boys  from  the  Dormitory  were  the  first  servers 
in  Sts.  Peter  and  Paul  Church  in  Rycroft.  The 
smaller  boys  in  town  are  now  beginning  to  take 
an  interest  and  are  learning  to  serve  at  Benedic- 
tion. Our  devoted  pa.stor,  Father  Paquin,  encour- 
ages and  generously  rewards  the  efforts  of  those 
boys  who  serve,  giving  them  daily  missals  and 
special  "altar  boy"  pins. 

Manners  and  Morals 

After  Mass  comes  breakfast — no  second  bell  is 
ever  needed  for  breakfast,  dinner  and  supper ! 
Sisters  and  children  eat  together,  as  in  this  way 
we  attend  to  both  manners  and  morals  at  the 
same  time.    Many  thus  learn  to  say  Grace  before 

HAPPINESS  COMES  NOT  FROM  THE  POWER  OP  POSSESSION,  BUT  FROM  THE  POWER  OF  APPRECIATION 


A  Mass  Server  from  Rycroft  Dorinitory 

and  after  meals  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives. 
They  also  get  the  odd  tip  from  Emily  Post,  and 
sometimes  just  an  old-fashioned  box  on  the  ear. 
It  happened  one  morning  at  breakfast  when  spir- 
its were  high  and  manners  low  that  John  and 
Steve  fell  to  boxing — in  a  tussle  for  the  brown 
sugar,  most  likely.  Sister  had  left  the  table  for 
a  minute,  but  came  back  more  quickly  than  was 
expected.  Retribution  was  swift  and  sure,  and  a 
profound  silence  ensued.  Was  Sister  really  cross? 
At  last  one  venturesome  soul  said,  "Sister,  may  I 
laugh?"  Sister  said,  "Of  course,"  and  everyone 
laughed,  to  the  great  embarrassment  of  the  two 
who  had  been  slapped.  After  a  while  John  said 
meekly,  "I  wonder  where  Sister  learned  boxing." 
Sister  made  amends  by  having  jelly  doughnuts  for 
supper  and  the  culprits  admitted  cheerfully  that 
it  was  good  for  them  to  be  chastised  once  in  a 
while.  So  everyone  lived  happily  ever  after— 
until  the  next  time ! 

Around  dinner  and  supper  time  frequent  trips" 
are  made  to  the  kitchen  to  help  serve  and  thus 
speed  things  up.  One  evening  Jerry  was  the  as- 
sistant cook  and  he  remarked  gaily  that  he  knew 
how  to  try  the  gravy — just  drop  the  cat  in  and 
if  she  jumped  out  it  was  hot  enough ! 

Keep  Off  the  Dust 

Even  Catechism  has  its  funny  moments.  When 
the  purple  went  on  the  statues  last  Lent  and  Sist- 
er S.  explained  why,  one  girl's  remark  was :  "Oil, 
I  always  thought  those  covers  were  to  keep  the 
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dust  oft'."  After  a  discussioji  of  lieaven — what  it 
is  and  what  it  is  not — Eva,  whose  speech  is  like 
a  barrage  of  gunfire,  said:  "Sister,  won't  tliere 
be  anything  to  eat  in  heaven?" 

Music  and  Drama  Festival 

As  this  is  being  written  Rycroft  is  buzzing  with 
activity,  as  this  is  the  day  of  the  Music  and  Drama 
Festival  and  it  is  being  held  here  for  the  first 
time.  Rycroft  is  host  to  a  bevy  of  students  and 
teachers  from  every  school  in  the  Division.  Maijy 
beautiful  things  are  being  said,  sung  and  played, 
winning  high  praise  from  both  audience  and  ad- 
judicators. Mr.  Dean,  the  Drama  Adjudicator, 
spoke  very  well  of  an  Operetta  put  on  by  Sister 
D's  class  of  tiny  tots.  To  a  High  School  play  he 
gave  special  praise  and  the  splendid  mark  of  96 
points. 

The  Sisters  of  Holy  Cross  from  Tangent  (60 
miles  away)  brought  a  truckload  of  their  pupils. 
A  short  play  by  two  small  boys  was  one  of  the 
best  presentations  of  the  Festival  and  was  repeat- 
ed for  the  Grand  Concert  in  the  evening.  The 
Rycroft  Physical  Training  Cla.ss  also  gave  a  very 
good  display  and  was  loudly  applauded.  In  the 
musical  line,  the  outstanding  performance  was  a 
violin  solo  by  one  of  the  Rycroft  High  School 
Boys.  Even  the  adjudicator  found  nothing  to 
cori'ect  and  it  is  genei-ally  felt  that  if  he  so  choos- 
es, this  boy  will  one  day  be  the  equal  of  Kriesler 
and  Elman. 

But  to  the  children,  all  this  was  as  nothing — 
thet/  were  interested  in  the  ice  cream  proposition, 
so  much  so  that  the  entire  week-end  su])p!y  was 
demolished  in  about  six  hours,  it  was  a  siu-cess- 
ful  day  from  every  |)oint  of  view. 

Thank  You,  Father 

Before  closing  this  ai'ticle  we  must  pay  tribute 
to  the  zealous  devotion  of  our  pastor — Fatiier 
Paquin,  O.M.I.  To  him  we  owe,  first  of  all,  the 
inestimable  privilege  of  daily  ]\Iass,  despite  the 
fact  that  his  mission  territory  extends  for  nearly 
twenty  miles  in  every  direction.  Father's  first  care 
is  for  the  spiritual  welfare  of  his  flock  and  his 
charity  begins  at  home.  Without  his  fathei-ly 
kindness  and  unfailing  interest  our  little  troubles 
would  be  magnified  out  of  all  propoi-tion.  Truly, 
Our  Lord  knows  how  to  make  "the  yoke  sweet 
aiul  the  burden  light"  for  those  who  will  let  Him. 
May  He  deign  to  hear  and  answer  the  daily  pray- 
er of  his  missionaries  in  this  our  great  and  be- 
loved Canada:  "Enlighten  all  those  who  know 
Thee  not,  O  Lord,  with  the  knowledge  of  Thvself." 

S.O.S.,  Rycroft. 


FRIENDS  OF  THE  MISSIONS 

Seminary  Contributions  to  Stamp  Fund: 


Grand  Seminary,  Montreal    $121.67 

St.  Paul's  Seminary.  Ottawa  ....  59.35 
St.  Peter's  Seminary,  Londou  ....  97.95 


$278 .97 

Contributions  by  C.C.S.M.C.  Units  and  Schools  to 
June  22,  1946. 

St.  Mary's  School,  Almonte,  Ont. .  .  .  $2.00 
St.  Francis  Xavier  University,  Antig 

onish    10.00 

Holy  Cross  School,  Apple  Hill.  Ont.  2.00 

Brook  Village  School,  N.S.    1.00 

Jrs.  St.  Michael's  Academy,  Chatham, 

N.B   43.00 

St.  Michael's  School,  Cobourg,  Ont.  5.00 
St.    Peter's   School.    Fort  V^^illiam 

Ontario    1.50 

St.  Stanislaus  School,  Fort  William, 

Ontario    15.00 

Mount  St.  Vincent,  Halifax.  N.S.  .  .  15.00 
Sacred  Heart  Convent,  Halifax,  N.S.  10.00 
St.  Augustine's  Boys'  Scohol.  Hamil- 
ton, Ontario   8.00 

Sacred     Heart    School,  Metaghan, 

N.S   2.50 

Notre    Dame    Convent,  Miscouche, 

P.  E.  1   4,00 

Sacred  Heart  Convent,  Montreal  20.00 
St.    Mary's    Academy,    North  Bay 

Ontario    22.00 

St.  Joseph's  School,  North  Bay,  Ont.  2.50 
St.    Mary's    School,    Owen  Sound, 

Ontario    3.26 

St.  Andrew's  School,  St.  Andrew's 

West,  Ontario    10.00 

Sacred    Heart    School,    Sault  Ste. 

Marie,  Ontario    4.06 

St.    Stanislaus,    Sault    Ste.  Marie, 

Ontario    4.00 

St.  Thomas  School.  Sudbury,  Ont..  5.00 

Holy  Angels  Convent.  Sydney,  N.S.  4.00 

St.  Francis  School,  Toronto   36.63 

St.  Joseph's  College  School,  Toronto  12.00 

St.  Peter's  School.  Toronto   1.00 

Sacred  Heart  Convent,  Vancouver  3.50 
St.     Mary's     School.  Woodstock, 

Ontario    1.92 

Sacred   Heart   School,  Walkerton, 

Ontario    3.00 

St.  Paul  Academy,  Westmount,  Que.  9  .00 

  $2C0.S7 


TRUE  PIETY 

(Continiu'd  from  Page  4) 
chain  which  will  guid<'^  them  through  tlie  mazes 
of  the  spiritual  life.  Such  people  are  constantly 
ciianging  their  tactics,  because  no  particular  line 
of  coiuluct  seemed  to  be  marked  out  for  them. 
Their  s]urit\uil  life  lacks  a  guiding  ju  iuciple.  They 
ai-e  at  the^  mercy  of  a  book,  or  a  popidar  tlevotion. 
Tlicy  have  no  dominant  idea  round  which  their 
whole  existence  may  crystallize. 

The  doctrine  of  the  divine  indwelling  is.  above 
all,  calculated  to  provide  such  a  link;  for  the 
chief — and,  indeed,  the  whole — jiroblem  of  our 
existence  is  surely  lume  other  than  this — our 
sanctif  ication. 


WE  ARE  XOT  IX  THIS  WORLD  MERELY  VOR  THE 


 THE  FIELD  AT  HOME  

Mother's  Day  At  Wexford 


Three  little  boys  talked  together, 
One  sunny  summer  day, 

And  I  leaned  out  of  the  window- 
To  hear  what  they  had  to  say. 

"The  prettiest  thing  I  ever  saw," 

One  of  the  little  boys  said. 
"Was  a  bird  in  Grandpa's  garden. 

All  black  and  white  and  red." 

"The  prettiest  thing  I  ever  saw," 

Said  the  second  little  lad, 
"Was  a  pony  at  the  circus, 

I  wanted  him  awful  bad." 

"I  think,"  said  the  third  little  fellow, 
With  a  giave  and  gentle  grace, 

"The  prettiest  thing  in  all  the  world 
Is  just  my  mother's  face." 

A FEW  tear.s  were  surreptitiously  brushed 
away  from  the  eyes  of  some  of  the  Wex- 
ford motiiers  as  seven-year-old  Charlie 
Coolahan  finished  the  above  recitation. 

Ever  .since  last  Fall  the  children  of  St.  There- 
sa's School  had  been  planning'  to  have  an  exhibit 
of  school  projects.  It  was  finally  decided  to  com- 
bine the  exhibit  with  a  IMother's  Day  Celebration. 
Accordingly  all  hands  went  to  work  with  renew- 
ed energy  and  before  long  pretty  little  hand- 
made invitations  were  on  their  way  home  to 
Mother.  Evidently  they  touched  a  responsive 
chord,  as  one  little  chap  reported  that  his  mother 
had  not  intended  to  come,  but  when  she  received 
the  invitation  she  changed  her  mind. 

Promptly  at  two  o'clock  on  the  appointed  day 
the  guests  began  to  arrive.  One  courageous  male 
braved  the  gathering  of  femininity  to  take  pic- 
tures of  the  display.  When  the  Grade  VIII  boys 
were  asked  to  pose  there  was  a  general  exit  to- 
wards tlie  pumps.  In  a  few  seconds  they  return- 
ed looking  like  river  rats,  but  cocksure  that  their 


Father  Bennett  Examines  a  Bqoth  at  Wexford  Exluhit 


Mother's  Day  r'elebration  at  Wexford 


unruly  locks  would  remain  in  place  at  least  until 
after  the  camera  had  clicked. 

After  a  few  words  of  welcome  by  Alice  Schoen, 
one  of  the  senior  pupils,  a  short  programme  was 
presented.  Our  Pastor,  Father  Bennett,  then 
thanked  the  mothers  for  their  co-operation  and 
invited  them  to  inspect  the  work  of  the  children. 
One  section  of  the  auditorium  had  been  set  aside 
for  the  Home  Economics  and  Manual  Arts  dis- 
play. Aprons,  tray-cloths,  patch-Avork  quilts,  and 
a  whole  zoo  of  stuffed  animals  were  among  the 
many  attractive  articles  made  by  the  girls,  while 
flapper  book-ends,  toy  ducks  on  wheels,  ash  trays 
and  other  knick-knacks  were  featured  on  the 
boys'  table.  After  duly  admiring  the  children's 
handicraft,  the  ladies  were  invited  to  visit  the 
class  rooms.  Colorful  projects  in  Art,  English 
and  Social  Studies  caught  the  eye  in  the  Senior 
Room,  while  the  chief  attraction  in  the  Junior 
Room  was  the  home-made  moving  picture  machine 
depicting  the  story  of  wood. 

When  all  had  reassembled  in  the  auditorium 
the  senior  girls  served  tea,  with  cake  and  cookies 
which  they  had  baked  the  day  before.  The  after- 
noon seemed  to  slip  by  on  wings,  and  almost  be- 
fore anyone  could  realize  it,  the  school  bus  was 
waiting  to  transport  the  happy  crowd  to  their 
homes. 

S.O.S.,  W^exford. 


It  is  so  much  easier  to  forgive  one  who  has  in- 
jured us  than  one  whom  we  have  injured. 


A  eonfession  that  you  are  wrong  is  proof  that 
you  now  know  more  than  you  tliought  you  knew. 


BUSINESS  OF  MAKING  A  LIVING,  BUT  OF  AL^KING  A  LIFE. 
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Keeping  Busy  at  62  Hargrave 

S.O.S.  Encourage  and  Assist  Youthful  Activities 


THE  PRESENT  age  is  an  age  of  youth.  Our 
Residential  Club  at  62  Hargrave  St. 
is  a  centr-e  of  activity.  Piano,  phonograph 
and  Wurlitzer  provide  music  for  active  young 
people. 

Immediately  after  dinner  every  evening  the 
girls  say  the  Rosary  in  the  chapel,  each  girl  tak- 
ing her  turn  leading  the  Beads  and  announcing 
the  intention  for  each  decade,  thus  showing  the 
love  and  confidence  they  feel  for  our  Blessed 
Mother.  Every  Sunday  throughout  Lent  a  re- 
ligion class  was  conducted,  with  a  very  encourag- 
ing attendance.  Lenten  devotions  at  St.  Mary's 
were  well  attended.  A  pamphlet  rack  was  in- 
stalled here  at  the  Club  to  provide  informative 
reading  on  religious  and  moral  topics.  A  library 
of  some  200  books,  including  biography,  travel, 
fiction  and  religion,  is  always  accessible  to  Club 
members.  Catholic  magazines  and  papei'S  are 
mailed  regularly  to  rui-al  areas.  The  following 
note  is  just  a  sample  of  the  many  messages  of  ap- 
preciation received  from  those  who  benefit  by  the 


Beatrice  Fouriiier,  Repicseiitative  of  the  Re.si(lential 
Olub  in  the  Catholic  Youth  Federation  of 
Winnipeg. 


zeal  of  Club  members  interested  in  the  apostolate 

of  the  Press. 

Dear  Sisters: — We  thank  you  for  the  many  mag- 
azines and  papers  you  have  sent  us.  We  are 
enclosing  some  stamps  to  help  your  work.  God 
bless  you.  J.M., 

Wllkie,  Sask. 

Weekly  sewing  classes  are  held  for  Club  mem- 
bers. Many  of  the  girls  are  proudly  wearing 
dresses  and  suits  of  their  own  making.  The  girls 
in  a  body  visited  the  Legislative  Building.s  and 
were  shown  through  this  place  of  interest  by  an 
excellent  guide.  On  another  occasion  they  made 
a  trip  to  the  museitm  and  art  gallery.  The  Club 
is  represented  on  the  Greater  Winnipeg  Youth 
Council,  and  also  in  the  Winnipeg  Catholic  Youth 
Federation.  On  the  last  Sunday  of  May  Father 
McGarry,  S.J.,  director  of  the  Catholic  Youth 
Federation,  conducted  May  devotions  at  62  Har- 
grave. Two  rooms  on  the  first  floor  were  convert- 
ed into  a  chapel  for  the  occasion,  with  a  charm- 
ingly decorated  Shrine  to  Our  Lady.  The  devo- 
tions consisted  of  the  recitation  of  the  Rosary, 
crowning  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  a  sermon,  Con- 
secration to  Our  Lady,  and  Benediction.  After 
the  sermon  Father  met  eaeh  girl  personally,  the 
delegate  having  the  honour  of  making  the  intro- 
ductions. Father  accepted  an  invitation  to  re- 
main and  have  supper  with  the  girls. 

A  Softball  team  has  been  formed,  which  will 
play  against  other  units  of  this  organization.  So 
now  in  the  evenings  the  question,  "Where  is 
everyone?"  is  easily  answered  with,  "Practising, 
of  course!"  Bowling,  the  favourite  Avinter  Sun- 
day afternoon  recreation,  has  now  given  way  to 
this  healthy  out-door  sport. 

Social  activities  are  numerous.  Here  are  a  few 
of  the  highlights : 

March  24th  Avas  a  red-letter  day  as  Father  F.. 
Chaplain  of  the  Club  for  many  years  and  recently 
retui-ned  from  Overseas,  was  guest  of  honour  at 
tea  and  dinner.  It  was  a  real  reunion  for  many 
of  the  Club  members  of  former  years,  some  of 
whom  proudly  brought  their  children  for  Father 
to  admire.  Forty-five  Club  members  were  pre- 
sent at  tea  and  thirty-five  at  dinner.  The  tables 
were  artistically  decorated  with  daffodils.  Father 
took  moving  pictures  of  the  girls,  and  in  the  even- 
ing he  showed  three  films  depicting  his  experiences 
Overseas.    The  girls  then  entertained  Father  witli 

a  "Variety  Show."  Later,  this  "Variety  Show" 
was  repeated  for  a  group  of  Sunday  School  pupils. 


ANYTHING  TH.^T  YOU  HAVE  TO  IK)  IS  WORK;  ANYTHING  THAT  YOU  W.INT  TO  DO  IS  PLAY. 
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April  21st.  Easter  Siuulay  being  one  of  April's 
nicest  days,  our  girls  took  advantage  of  the  op- 
portunity to  show  oft'  newly-purchased  finery,  and 
Hargrave  Street  was  a  miniature  Fifth  Avenue 
as  they  arrived  from  the  Cathedral  for  the  an- 
nual Easter  breakfast.  The  tables  were  suitably 
decorated  with  spring  flowers  and  gay  baskets 
of  candy. 

Jlay  7th.  After  tlie  monthly  Club  meeting,  we 
had  one  of  our  many  showers  for  a  bride-to-be. 
The  girls  have  much  fun  planning  for  these  affairs, 
especially  if  the  guest  of  honour  is  to  be  kept 
completely  in  the  dark.  This  particular  shower 
was  "miscellaneous;"  the  gifts,  all  very  useful, 
looked  so  nice  in  their  fancy  wrappings  of  pink 
and  white,  which  matched  the  decorations.  Ice 
er-eam  and  cake  were  served. 

A  few  days  later  the  Club  sponsored  a  food 
demonstration.  The  Instructor  was  good  and 
gave  many  helpful  suggestions  for  making  meals 
tempting ;  this  event  was  of  great  interest  to  our 
many  brides-to-be. 

That  our  eftorts  to  keep  our  girls  good  and 
make  them  happy  is  meeting  with  some  notoriety 
is  evidenced  by  the  following  letter  of  enquiry : 

Dear  Sisters: — I've  heard  a  lot  about  the  home 
you  make  for  girls  that  come  from  out  of  town, 
also  that  they  have  an  enjoyable  time  while  liv- 
ing with  other  girls.  I'm  intending  to  go  to  Van- 
couver in  the  summer  and  would  like  to  know  if 
there  is  a  Club  similar  to  yours  that  is  a  home 
away  from  home  to  the  girls.  If  there  is  no 
place  in  Vancouver  similar  to  yours  perhaps  you 
can  suggest  others  to  me. 

This  girl,  of  course  was  given  the  address  of 
the  S.O.S.  Residential  Club  in  Vancouver. 

S.O.S.,  Winnipeg 


HER  CATHOLICITY  SHINES  FORTH 

Never  perhaps  throughout  her  whole  history 
has  the  Church  manifested  to  the  world  her 
Catholicity  as  in  the  last  Consistory;  32  Cardi- 
nals selected  from  all  nations  and  from  the  five 
continents  of  the  world  were  created  by  the  Holy 
Father.  Arriving  from  war-torn  Europe,  from  the 
two  Americas,  from  farott'  China,  Australia  and 
Africa  these  new  princes  of  the  Church  stood 
around  the  Successor  of  St.  Peter  under  the  great 
dome  of  the  Mother  Church  in  Rome — while  the 
silver  trumpets  heralded  the  coming  of  the  Holy 
Father,  the  famous  Sistine  Choir  broke  out  in 
triumphant  accents:  "Thou  art  Peter  and  upon 
this  Rock  I  will  build  My  Church  and  the  gates 
of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  her."  Never  has 
the  world  seen  a  more  beautiful  demonstration  of 
the  supranational  character  of  the  Church ! 

G.D. 


A  YEAR'S  ACTIVITIES  AT  THE  C.C  B 

(Continued  from  Page  14) 

the  Sacraments  in  their  respective  Parish  Church- 
es. A  Society  called  the  Crusaders  has  been  or- 
ganized within  our  children's  groups.  This  trains 
certain  "key  children"  to  become  leaders,  besides 
intensifying  their  spiritual  life.  The  directors  for 
this  work  were  given  a  course  of  twelve  lectures 
in  order  to  prepare  them  for  this  undertaking. 

An  American  Bishop  recently  made  the  follow- 
ing statement:  "I  would  rather  save  one  little  kid- 
die from  the  streets  than  rear  the  most  beautiful 
edifice"  and  we  take  this  statement  of  his  feel- 
ings as  a  direct  inspiration  to  us.  There  are 
thousands  of  little  ones  in  our  own  city  to-day 
who  know  very  little  about  the  God  who  made 
them,  who  are  drifting  along  on  the  tide  of  in- 
difference and  ignorance ;  many  of  them  will  be 
the  delinquents  of  tomorrow.  It  is  for  us  to  save 
these  little  ones  of  Christ's  flock.  It  is  not  enough 
for  us  to  talk  youth  and  its  problems,  to  lend  a 
sympathetic  ear,  and  maybe  even  dig  down  into 
our  pockets  and  give  a  donation  to  the  cause,  but 
we  mu.st  give  all  our  emergies  now,  and  bring  all 
our  resources  to  bear  on  the  problem  of  how  to 
provide  better  schools,  homes,  means  of  receiving 
Religious  training,  and  play  for  our  children, 
then,  when  we  liave  done  this,  we  may  stand  aside 
and  say  that  we  have  solved  the  problem  of  vouth. 

S.O.S. 


PRAYER 

God  help  me 

To  grow  old  gracefully 

Without  bitterness. 

Help  me  to  \iew  calmly 

The  changes  in  this  frail  machine 

That  I  have  driven  carelessly. 

Deliver  me  from  envy  and  rancor 

Toward  modern  youth 

And  youth's  happiness. 

Give  me  tolerance 

Toward  change  and  progress 

And  new  ideas. 

Make  me  content 
With  fading  light; 
Give  me  a  glorious  sunset 
And  a  peaceful  night. 

(Author  Unknown.) 


The  process  of  acquiring  a  swelled  head  is  a 
most  pleasant  and  fascinating  state.  It  is  only 
the  subsequent  shrinkage  which  hurts. 
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When  Children  Help  Children 


To  support  oui-  Correspondence  Course  in  Cate- 
chism we  send  out  an  annual  appeal  for  stamps. 
These  stamps  are  like  the  wings  that  carry  our 
lessons  to  thousands  of  children  scattered  over 
our  great  West. 

Among  the  many  answers  to  this  appeal,  those 
that  come  from  our  Catholic  school  children  have 
for  us  a  particular  interest.  Is  it  not  indeed  inte- 
resting to  see  owr  children  bringing  to  their 
teachers  their  pennies  and  their  stamps?  The 
plight  in  which  our  Western  Catholic  children 
find  themselves,  deprived,  as  the  most  of  them 
are,  of  Catholic  schools,  touches  them  very  vivid- 
ly. Their  little  hands,  clutching  their  saved  pen- 
nies, want  to  stretch  out  to  reach  across  our  wide 
Dominion,  over  the  Prairies,  over  the  Rockies,  to 
those  other  little  hands  of  their  brothers  and 
sisters  in  the  Faith.  Is  there  anything  more 
beautiful  than  this  communion  of  Faith  among 
our  children?  How  agreeable  to  the  Divine  Sav- 
iour must  be  this  help  of  our  children  given  to 
other  children. 

Some  niontlis  ago  we  received  a  letter  from  a 
child  which  illustrates  this  most  beantifullv.  It 
was  written  from  the  SACRED  HEART  SCIIOOL 
in  SAULT  STE.  MARIE,  Ontario,  in  the  name  of 
the  pupils  in  Room  One. 

Dear  Sisfer.- 
We   are  Roo<yi.x. 
We    SdveJ   money    "For  stafr^ps. 
PicQSe     send    IcssonS     fo    f  h 

re  n    in  +h  e     We  S  t. 
TVierr     iV^cy    NA/i'l/    (corn  of 
Our   Lord  o,f]d    Hi&  s\A/eef 

We 

Your  l\t+le  frie/iJ 
Horsfcrd 


How  simple!  How  touching!  Xo  wonder  the 
Divine  Master  said  to  us:  "LET  THEM  COME 
UNTO  ME." 

The  older  children,  too,  are  not  to  be  outdone 
in  missionary  zeal,  as  is  proved  by  the  following 
letter  from  the  pupils  of  Grade  VII.  St.  Stanislaus 
School,  Fort  William,  Out. 

Dear  Sisteis, 

Inclosed  in  this  letter  is  fifteen  dollars  ($15.00) 
to  help  you  in  your  generous  work  in  helping  the 
poor.  Your  generosity  is  known  throughout  the 
woild  and  we,  the  children  of  St.  Stanislaus,  wish  to 
help  you  in  the  little  way  we  can. 

This  money  is  part  of  what  we  pooled  during  Lent. 
The  total  amount  of  the  money  saved  throughout  the 
school  was  forty-one  dollars  ($41.00).  The  remain- 
der of  the  money  we  sent  to  the  other  missions.  But 
we  could  not  forget  you,  the  Sisters  of  Service,  and 
the  wonderful  work  you  are  doing. 

This  money  may  be  used  in  any  way  you  find  it  is 
most  necessary. 

Please  remember  us  in  your  prayers,  and  may  God 
bless  you,  and  your  good  work. 

Yours  sincerely, 
The  Pupils  of  St.  Stanislaus  School, 


l^y  not  up  to  yourselves 
treasures  on  earth:  where  the 
rust  and  moth  consume,  and 
where  thieves  break  through 
and  steal.  But  lay  upto  your- 
selves treasures  in  heaven 
where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
consume  and  where  thieves 
do  not  break  through  norsteal" 
(Matt  .VI:  19.20) 
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A  Year's  Activities  at  the  C.C.B. 


WE  ARE  nioro  tlian  ever  conscious  tliat  the 
Catholic  Central  Bureau  is  filling  a  need 
in  the  Catholic  life  of  the  City  of  AViniii- 
pcfr.  The  very  essence  of  Religion  is  Charity, 
which  simply  means  love  of  God  for  His  own  sake, 
and  love  of  our  neighbour  for  the  sake  of  God. 
Solicitude  for  the  poor,  the  sick,  the  maladjusted, 
and  especially  the  children  as  a  practical  expres- 
sion of  that  love,  has  at  all  times  been  a  character- 
istic of  the  Church,  hence  in  caring  for  those  in 
need,  we  are  carrying  on  the  ministry  of  Christ, 
and  are  fulfilling  the  glorious  mission  of  Charity 
that  He  gave  to  His  Church. 

Oi'ganized  social  work  has  not  supplemented 
cliarity,  as  some  may  think,  for  social  Avork  is  not 
a  virtue,  nor  is  it  a  philosophy  of  life;  it  is  rather 
a  method  or  technique  whereby  Charity  is  admin- 
istered. The  investigator  from  the  AVelfare  Ag- 
ency, the  Probation  Officer  in  the  Court,  or  the 
leader  in  group  activities  are  social  workers  who 
have  studied  the  techniques  of  their  calling,  and 
who  use  Avhat  they  have  learned  in  their  etforts 
to  prevent  or  relieve  distress.  Provided  the  meth- 
ods they  use  are  based  on  right  principles,  and 
carried  out  with  the  right  motives,  the  work  they 
are  doing  is  charity  in  the  full  sense  of  the  word. 

During  the  year  over  a  thousand  persons 
came  to  the  Bureau  seeking  advice  or  help.  ]Many 
of  them  were  referred  to  priests  or  to  other  agen- 
cies, some  of  them  were  able  to  find  the  help 
they  needed  at  the  Bureau.  The  applications  for 
clothing  were  fewer  this  year  owing  to  the  fact 
that  more  people  were  gainfully  employed,  and 
in  the  case  of  large  families  where  it  had  been 
difficult  for  the  parents  to  clothe  their  children, 
the  Family  Allowance  came  as  a  Godsend,  and 
enabled  them  to  solve  their  clothing  problems 
themselves.  The  Bureau,  however,  gave  out 
2,865  articles  of  clothing,  and  5  layettes  to  clients 
both  in  the  City  and  country  districts  of  the 
Archdiocese.  Owing  to  lack  of  funds  the  policy 
of  the  Bureau  is  not  to  give  financial  relief  except 
in  cases  of  emergency.  However,  several  cases  of 
this  kind  came  to  our  notice  during  the  year  at 
times  when  it  was  impossible  to  contact  a  relief 
giving  agency.  In  emergencies  such  as  this  money 
or  food  is  always  given. 

uver  four  hundred  visits  were  made  to  homeh 
during  the  year  by  volunteer  workers,  and  forty- 
five  visits  were  made  to  hospitals  and  institutions. 
Cases  were  referred  to  us  from  Regina,  Montreal, 
Toronto  and  Calgary.  These  required  a  consider- 
able amount  of  investigation  and  correspondence. 
Arrangements  were  made  to  have  two  children 
baptized,  and  one  marriage  validated.    Six  per- 


sons were  sent  to  the  Out  Patients  Department 
of  St.  Boniface  Hospital.  Through  our  efforts  ar- 
rangements were  made  with  the  Children's  Aid 
Society  of  Kenora  to  have  a  child  taken  from  a 
non-Catholic  foster  home,  and  placed  in  Catholic 
surroundings  in  Winnipeg  where  he  could  be  near 
his  brothers  and  sisters. 

Thirty-eight  children  and  two  adults  were  sent 
to  Camp  Morton  for  a  holiday.  For  some  of  them 
it  was  the  first  Catholic  contact  they  had  made 
in  their  lives. 

The  names  of  Catholic  war  brides  coming  to 
Winnipeg  from  Overseas  are  sent  to  the  Bureau 
by  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Halifax.  These  wo- 
men are  all  contacted  on  arrival,  and  their  names 
sent  to  their  respective  Parish  Priests.  Sixty-two 
were  referred  to  us  during  the  year.  Social 
afternoons  were  organized  during  the  winter 
months,  and  a  picnic  during  the  summer,  but  ow- 
ing to  the  rather  small  attendance  these  activities 
were  discontinued,  and  the  names  of  the  brides 
were  given  to  individual  ladies  who  invited  them 
to  their  homes. 

Sewing 

The  ladies  of  some  of  the  City  Parishes  who 
have  been  so  kind  as  to  give  two  afternoons  a 
month  to  sewing  for  the  poor  at  the  Bureau  will 
be  glad  to  hear  that  our  three  sewing  machines 
have  been  completely  rebuilt,  and  are  now  in 
good  working  order,  so  now  all  Ave  need  is  some 
more  sewers  who  will  help  to  make  and  remake 
(diildren's  clothing,  .sew  quilts,  etc.  There  is  al- 
ways work  of  this  kind  to  be  done.  AVe  wish  to 
take  this  opportunity  to  thank  the  ladies  from  St. 
Alary's  Cathedral,  St.  Edward's,  Sacred  Heart 
and  St.  Ignatius  for  the  splendid  help  they  have 
given  us  during  the  year.  ^lany  serviceable 
garments  were  turned  out,  many  boxes  of  clothes 
were  packed  for  the  country,  and  materials  pre- 
pared for  Sunday  School  and  Club  work.  Their 
help  was  very  much  appreciated. 

The  Challenge  of  Youth 

Whether  the  problem  of  youth  is  more  acute 
at  present  than  it  was  in  former  years  is  an  open 
question,  but  the  rush  of  modern  life,  the  weak- 
ening of  family  ties,  the  concentration  of  people 
in  the  cities,  inadequate  housing  conditions,  lack 
of  supervision,  and  the  circulation  of  harmful 
literature  have  raised  very  real  pi'oblems  that 
people  of  intelligence  have  to  face  if  they  hope 
for  a  brighter  future.  We  may  be  tired  of  hear- 
ing that  ever  recurring  platitude  "the  youth  of 
today  are  the  citizens  of  tomorrow"  but  when  we 
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give  the  matter  a  little  thought,  and  realize  that 
the  boys  and  girls  on  our  streets  today  are  the 
future  religious  and  social  leaders,  and  that  they 
are  also  the  future  gangsters,  murderers  and 
crooked  politicians  the  problem  of  youth  becomes 
a  very  important  one.  Would  that  we  Avere  able 
to  make  all  Catholics  realiz-e  just  how  important 
it  is ! 

Today  a  series  of  youth  movements  are  in  pro- 
cess of  development.  Men  imbued  with  a  philoso- 
phy of  life  which  is  often  harmful  to  Church,  and 
even  to  Christianity  itself  are  making  very  suc- 
cessful appeals  to  the  young  people  of  our  Coun- 
try. Political  parties  are  catering  to  youths' 
interests,  and  are  misdirecting  the  talents  and 
energies  of  our  young  people.  Unless  we  are  alert 
to  the  danger  in  our  midst,  many  will  be  lost  to 
us.  In  making  a  survey  of  the  most  congested 
areas  of  our  City  we  found  sections  that  are  un- 
reached by  any  Catholic  Social  activity,  and  it  is 
in  these  areas  that  the  most  serious  problems  of 
delinquency  are  found.  In  order  to  reach  the 
children  of  these  sections,  and  others  where  there 
are  no  Catholic  Schools,  the  Catholic  Central 
Bureau  has,  with  the  help  of  volunteer  workers, 
organized  Sunday  Schools,  Clubs  and  handicraft 
groups.  These  centres  are  located  at  the  Bureau 
itself,  at  Stanley's  Cafe,  530  Main  St.,  Holy  Rosary 
Church,  Immaculate  Conception  Church.  St.  Pat- 
rick's, Weston,  St.  Anthony's  and  Middleehurch . 
Eleven  groups  in  all  are  functioning. 

A  prominent  Catholic  writer  on  social  subjects 
— Father  Husslein,  S.J.,  has  said  "Leave  out  re- 
ligion ....  and  you  throw  away  the  master 
key  of  life,"  and  we  believe  that  neither  psychol- 
ogy nor  psychiatry  can  be  of  any  real  value  in 
solving  the  problems  of  life  for  the  questioning 
boy  or  girl  unless  appeal  is  made  to  religion,  for 
religion  is  the  only  force  that  can  counteract 
the  various  dangers  to  which  youth  is  exposed. 
During  the  past  four  and  a  half  years  several 
hundred  children  have  been  lielped  by  the  efforts 
of  the  Bureau,  some  have  now  passed  beyond  our 
care,  others  who  started  with  us  are  still  attend- 
ing our  group  activities ;  and  we  can  say  Avith 
some  justifiable  pride  that  to  our  knowledge  none 
has  become  a  sei'ious  social  problem,  and  many 
have  had  new  vistas  of  life  opened  to  them,  and 
have  become  stronger  through  the  contacts  they 
have  made.  A  very  recent  example  will  show  how 
a  little  boy  was  helped  to  face  a  problem  that 
anight  have  resulted  in  a  very  serious  upset  in  his 
life.  Nearly  every  day  around  3.30  in  the  after- 
noon there  is  a  rattle  at  the  letter  box  in  the  door 
of  the  Bureau,  and  if  you  weiT  watching  you 
would  see  an  eye  appear  in  the  opening.  If  the 
Sister  of  Service  is  within  range  of  that  eye,  the 
door  opens,  and  a  little  six  year  old  boy  walks  in. 
When  the  necessary  greetings  have  been  exchang- 
ed, he  proceeds  to  recount  the  doings  of  the  day 

THE  SMALLEST  GOOD  DEED  IS  BETTER 


at  school,  how  he  lias  drawn  "a  napple"'  or  a  cat. 
how  he  played  in  the  snow  and  got  all  wet,  and 
the  ritual  usually  ends  with  a  request  for  a  pic- 
ture or  a  candy.  Then  the  little  visitor  departs 
until  tomorrow.  One  day  a  very  sad  little  boy 
came  into  the  Bureau  at  3.30.  White  face,  red 
eyes  and  the  absence  of  smiles  made  the  Sister 
sense  a  tragedy,  so  discreet  questions  were  asked. 
At  first  there  was  no  answer,  then  tears  started 
to  fall,  and  a  little,  very  little  voice  said :  "I  didn't 
sleep  last  night,  I  didn't  sleep  until  after  it  came 
tomorrow  (midnight)"  then  more  tears,  and  the 
rest  of  the  sad  little  story  came  to  light.  "My 
mother  told  me  about  a  man  who  jumped  in  the 
window  and  cut  up  a  little  girl  in  pieces,  and 
another  man  who  kills  little  boys  on  the  street, 
and  I  got  too  scared  to  sleep."  Taking  a  little 
picture  from  the  desk  drawer  the  Sister  told  him 
of  the  good  God  who  has  all  little  children  in  His 
keeping,  and  then  gave  him  the  pictiire.  and  told 
him  to  take  it  home  and  hang  it  on  the  wall  near 
his  bed.  so  that  he  might  be  reminded  of  the  Lov- 
ing Saviour,  friend  of  all  children.  The  next  day 
our  little  boy  came  back  quite  happy,  his  only 
worry  being  that  the  pin  with  which  he  had  hung 
the  picture  on  the  wall,  might  have  hurt  Jesus. 
Thus  Avas  religion  made  a  practical  help  in  the 
life  of  a  little  boy,  born  of  Catholic  parents,  who 
has  not  yet  been  baptized. 

The  use  of  leisure  occupies  a  prominent  place 
in  any  social  work  programme  today,  because 
there  is  such  a  close  connection  between  leisure 
time  and  delinquency,  and  becai;se  play  is  one  of 
the  most  important  factors  in  the  educational  de- 
velopment of  a  child.  Chesterton  once  said  that 
there  is  a  Catholic  way  of  learning  even  the  ABC, 
and  we  believe  that  organized  play,  handicrafts, 
or  Avhatever  form  the  recreation  may  take,  can 
be  a  real  influence  for  good  in  the  life  of  a  child, 
and  can  bring  him  into  contact  Avith  his  Church. 
Moreover  Sunday  School  Avork  and  recreation 
should  go  hand  in  hand.  At  Sunday  School  they 
learn  the  truths  of  their  Christian  Faith,  at  play 
they  put  these  pi'inciples  into  practice.  It  is  not 
enough  to  give  Keligi(uis  Instruction  alone,  for 
by  that  Ave  run  a  grave  danger  of  making  them 
dislike  Avhat  they  are  learning,  or  at  least  find  no 
interest  in  it,  but  if  the  play  that  folloAvs  is  per- 
meated with  Christian  principles,  and  becomes 
part  of  their  Religion  class,  then  little  children 
learn  to  love  the  Faith  that  is  theirs,  and  to  feel 
that  it  is  part  of  their  everyday  life.  That  is  why 
Sunday  School  and  Club  Avork  should  go  hand 
in  hand. 

During  the  year  forty  children  made  their  First 
Communion  at  St.  Paul's  College,  and  the  same 
number  Avere  confirmed.  One  picnic  was  held 
during  the  year  to  Kildonan  Park.  Nearly  every 
Aveek  groups  of  children  are  taken  to  !Mass  and 
(Continued  on  Page  11) 
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Greater  Zeal  of  Catholic  Natives  for  the  Conversion  of  Others 


Mission  Intention  for  the  Month  of  August,  1946 

IN  THE  divine  plan  of  Redemption,  all  men 
ai'e  assigned  a  part.  The  hierarchy  and  the 
clergy  have  the  task  of  preaching  the  trnth  as 
revealed  by  Christ  and  guiding  the  faithful  along 
the  path  of  salvation.  However,  as  parts  of  the 
Mystical  Body,  the  lay  members  of  the  Church 
have  their  role  as  well.  Thus  from  the  earliest  days 
of  Christianity  we  find  ample  evidence  that  the 
laity  exercised  great  influence  in  bringing  others 
into  the  fold  of  Christ. 

Among  the  very  soldiers  employed  by  the  State 
to  guard  and  torture  the  martyrs,  many  were 
so  impressed  by  the  virtue  and  faith  of  their 
captors  that  they  gladly  followed  them  into  the 
arenas  to  pour  forth  their  life's  blood  rather 
than  deny  their  faith  in  Christ.  Within  the 
mighty  Roman  legions  many  converts  were  made 
by  the  example  and  teaching  of  the  neophytes 
who  embraced  Catholicity  despite  the  almost  cer- 
tainty of  persecution.  As  the  Faith  spread  over 
Northern  Africa  and  across  Continental  and  In- 
sular Europe,  the  zeal  of  Catholic  natives  quickly 
ignited  the  spark  of  faith  in  the  hearts  of  their 
countrymen. 
Importance  of  Layman's  Role  in  Mission  Lands 
One  of  the  outstanding  proofs  of  the  impor- 
tance of  the  role  of  the  laity  in  winning  .souls  to 
Christ  may  be  found  in  the  historic  document 
describing  the  establishment  of  the  Church  in 
Korea.  This  state,  now  the  centre  of  controver.sy 
in  the  Far  East,  was  even  centuries  ago  the  pawn 
over  which  strategy  and  thought  were  em])loyed 
to  keep  it  in  subjugation.  Thus  we  see  that  when 
China  had  sovereignty  over  the  Koreans  it  became 
necessarj^  to  send  representatives  to  the  conquer- 
ing nations  in  order  to  pay  tribiite.  As  a  conse- 
quence the  ambassadors  to  China  made  their  first 


contact  with  Christianity.  As  educated  laymen 
they  appreciated  the  truth  as  expounded  by  the 
Catholic  missionaries  in  China  and  returned  to 
their  homeland  with  the  books  and  the  principles 
which  would  open  the  way  to  the  adoption  of 
Catholicity. 

In  the  ardor  of  their  zeal  they  imitated  the  cere- 
monies they  had  seen  in  China  and  rashly  estab- 
lished a  ]iriesthood  without  necessary  prepara- 
tion and  authority.  Wlien  these  matters  were 
brought  to  the  attention  of  the  Holy  See  this 
"self-established  clergy''  was  disbanded,  and  to 
the  eternal  credit  of  the  Korean  laity  they  quietly 
accepted  the  decision  of  Rome  and  awaited  the 
advent  of  the  proper  authorized  priests.  When 
persecution  came  to  the  Hermit  Kingdom,  men, 
women  and  children,  together  with  the  bishops 
and  priests  who  had  instructed  them,  willingly 
laid  down  their  lives  for  the  Faith. 

At  the  outbreak  of  the  Sino-Japanese  hostilities 
in  1987,  the  name  of  the  great  Chinese  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Lo  Pa  Hong,  was  revered  throughout 
the  world  as  the  twentieth  century  Viiu'ent  de 
Paul  of  the  Orient.  By  the  force  of  his  example, 
his  generous  concern  for  the  welfare  of  his 
countrymen,  and  his  unfailing  interest  in  all 
things  Catholic  he  warranted  the  highest  honors 
from  the  Holy  See. 

These  two  are  but  isolated  instances  of  the  im- 
portance of  the  role  of  the  Catholic  native  in  the 
conversion'  of  others.  However,  at  the  present 
time  with  the  increased  consciousness  of  national- 
ism the  part  of  the  layman  in  mission  lands  has 
been  greatly  enlarged. 

Right  Rev.  Msgr.  Thomas  .).  McDoiniell, 
National  Director 
The  Society  for  the  Propagation 
of  the  Faith 
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Book  Reviews 


"BANDJOON"  —  In    Pi  'ench    Canieroons,  by 
Rev.  A.  Albert,  S.C.J. 

This  book,  which  was  crowned  by  the  French 
Academy,  is  like  an  open  window  on  the  Dark 
Continent.  Its  snbject  is  the  French  Cameroons, 
that  part  of  the  French  Colonial  Empire  on  the 
West  Coast  of  Africa. 

The  author  reviews  the  customs,  the  social 
structure  and  the  beliefs  of  the  people  of  Band- 
joon.  As  Jacques  Maritain  states  in  the  Preface 
to  the  Second  Edition,  this  book  is  the  work  of 
an  anthropologist  and  a  missionary.  F'ather  Albert 
is  a  student  and  his  views  are  backed  with  living 
facts. 

What  a  blessing-  Christianity  has  bi'ought  to 
human  nature  and  particularly  to  womanhood! 
This  is  the  reflection  that  comes  to  the  reader  as 
he  follows  the  missionary  through  this  African 
jungle.  To  the  student  of  anthropological  prob- 
lems this  book  should  be  of  outstanding  value. 

G.D. 

"Baiuljoon"  can  be  purchased  from  Sodality  of 
St.  Peter  Claver,  82  St.  Albans  Street,  Toronto. 
Price  $1.50. 


MARYKNOLL  PROGRAM  PACKETS  No.  9.  The 
Maryknoll  Bookshelf,  Maryknoll,  X.Y.  Price 
50  cents. 

Songs,  games,  folklore,  folk  dances,  translated 
into  poetry  and  drama  give  the  keynote  to  the 
heart  of  a  people  anywhere.  To  appreciate  the 
distinctive  culture  common  to  every  race  and 
nation  under  the  sun  is  to  come  to  a  deeper  spir- 
itual understanding  and  sympathy  for  all  human- 
kind. Such  appreciation  is  more  needed  today 
than  it  was  even  ten  years  ago.  For  this  purpose 
principally,  Maryknoll  Program  Packets  are  be- 
ing compiled  and  sent  out.  Entertainment  that 
is  at  once  pleasure  and  instruction  is  the  immedi- 
ate purpose  of  the  Packets. 

Maryknoll  Program  Packet  No.  !t,  on  Africa  is 
a  follow-up  and  a  further  development  or  inter- 
pretation of  the  Maryknoll  Unit  of  Study  on 
Africa.  Though  the  Unit  was  compiled  for  sixth 
graders,  the  Program  Packet  reaches  back  to  the 
primary  and  climbs  the  whole  social  scale  up  to 
senior  high  school  and  beyoiul.  It  comi^rises  ma- 
terial, suggestions,  direction  for  a  variety  of  so- 
cial programs  ranging  from  a  primary  presenta- 
tion for  a  P.T.A.  meeting  to  dramatic  material 
for  higher  scholastic  play  contests  and  study  club 
discussion. 


Along  with  folk  songs,  games,  dances,  folk 
tales,  mission  stories,  there  are  plays  of  interest 
to  both  young  people  and  adults. 

JUNGLE  JINGLE,  a  chanted  "survey"  of 
Africa  in  pantomime,  is  within  the  scope  of  first 
grade  children. 

SAFARI  combines  shadow-play  with  before- 
the-screen  acting  to  the  pace  of  music,  humor,  and 
narration,  in  the  style  best  appreciated  by  upper 
grades  and  junior  high. 

CONGO  TRAIL,  a  short  one  act  play,  is  the 
type  of  thing  with  which  high  school  and  college 
students,  little  theatre  groups,  go  out  to  win  the 
annual  play  contest. 

We  recommend  Maryknoll  Program  Packet 
No.  9  on  Africa  not  only  for  mission  club  meet- 
ings and  mission  day  gatherings,  but  also  for  gen- 
eral class  and  school  assemblies,  formal  and  in- 
formal. It  can  be  used  in  whole  or  in  part  with 
equal  success. 


OUR  NEIGHBORS  THE  KOREANS  by  F.  D. 
DAVIS.  Field  Afar  Press.  New  York.  Price 
35  cents. 

Korea  of  late  has  nuule  llie  head-lines.  After 
the  defeat  of  Jajian  the  American  arn\y  occupied 
the  South  and  the  Russian  army,  the  North.  In- 
depeiulence  has  been  promised  to  this  country. 

This  study  by  a  ]\Iarvknoll  Sister  covers  the 
geography,  the  history  and  culture  of  Korea.  In 
a  condensed  f(n-m  the  author  leaves  the  reader 
with  a  rather  complete  view  of  this  intei'esting 
country  the  future  of  which  is  still  an  enigma. 

But  what  interests  the  (^atholic  reader  is  the 
establishment  of  the  Church  in  this  field  afar. 
The  progress  of  Christianity  Avas  so  great  that 
Korea  was  soon  known  as  the  "Bi-ight  star  of  the 
Orient"  —  Let  us  hope  and  pray  that  our  mission- 
ers  will  soon  be  able  to  work  in  peace  and  give 
to  that  "Star"  an  ever  increasing  brilliancv. 

G.D. 
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EDirORIAL 


"The  Jesuit  Relations" 


NEVT-CK  perliaps  in  tlic  liistory  of  tlie  (liiirch 
■has  "The  ^Mission  Field"  enjoyed  such 
popularity  as  is  given  to  it  in  our  pres- 
ent age.  .Missionary  iuai>azines  beautifully  illus- 
trated, graphically  written;  colored  posters  with 
flaming  messages;  missionary  exhibitions  and 
eonfei'ences  in  all  parts  of  the  country:  youth 
crusades  in  our  schools,  convents,  colleges  and 
universities,  have  everywhere  lighted  fires  on  the 
hilltops.  Ilow  our  devoted  misisiouaries  in  every 
laud  must  rejoice  to  see  them  burning  brightly. 
Tliey  spell  to  them  interest,  and  coming  help.  No 
one  can  underestimate  the  value  of  this  projia- 
ganda.  It  .speaks  for  itself,  Results  in  vocations, 
prayers,  and  financial  help  are  everywhere  evi- 
dent. The  missions  have  for  the  Catholic  heart  a 
romance  all  their  own.  They  are  the  flowering  of 
our  faith. 

In  onr  missionary  literature  perhaps  the  great- 
est example  of  good  pu'blicitv  is  to  be  found  in 
"THE  JE8U1T  RELATIONS."  They  carry  us 
back  to  the  foundation  of  Christianity  in  oui' 
( ouutry.  They  Avere  merely  a  summary  or  digest 
of  the  various  letters  sent  by  missionaries  to  their 
Superiors  in  Quebec,  who  forwarded  them  to 
Paris,  where  they  were  published  annually.  Forty- 
one  consecutive  volumes,  covering  the  years  be- 
tween 1632  and  1673.  form  the  collection  of 
historical  documents  known  as  "Jesuit  Relations." 
The  "Thwaites"  edition,  original  Fl-ench  text 
and  English  translation,  comprises  seventy-three 
volumes  in  octavo.  This  monumental  work,  of 
great  historical  value,  and  its  typogi'aphical  exe- 
cution are  a  credit  to  its  editor,  Reuben  Gold 
Thwaites,  a  iu)n-('atholic.  The  first  volume  of  this 
work  appeared  in  1896.  Recently,  in  1940,  R^v. 
L'eon  Pouliot,  S.J.,  published  a  very  interesting- 


study  on  the  Jesuit  Relations,  their  historical 
value  and  contents. 

AVi'itten  in  simple  language  these  letters  told 
to  the  people  of  old  France  what  was  hajipening 
iii  their  new  Colony.  They  served  as  a  link  between 
the  missioiuiries  and  their  homeland.  Theii'  wide 
cin-nlation  awakened  interest  in  and  created 
enthusiasm  for  the  Caiuidian  Missions.  Fi-om  the 
humblest  lunnlet  of  Noi-mandy  to  the  v;M'y  court 
of  the  Kings  of  France,  sincere  friends  of  tlir 
Canadian  I\lissions  were  to  be  found.  Rich  and 
l)oor  awaited  anxiously  the  arrival  of  "The  Ke- 
lations."  They  loved  to  follow  the  wanderings  by 
sea  and  land  of  these  heroic  -lesuits.  They  had 
foi-  them  all  the  romance  of  a  fascinating  ad\en- 
tui'e  aiul  the  thrill  of  an  undecided  battle. 

Never  perhajis  has  any  missionary  publicity  had 
such  wide-spread  effectiveness  as  the  Jesuit  Re- 
lations had  on  the  people  of  France.  Beyond  the 
seas  a  handful  of  heroic  missionaries  were  fight- 
ing a  lone  battle  in  the  Avilderness  of  Nortli 
America.  These  missionaries  were  men  of  cultuiv 
and  education.  They  had  left  all  the  comforts  (d' 
life  in  Fraiu-e  to  face  alone  the  solitude  of  lakes 
and  foi'ests,  to  brave  the  rigors  of  a  hai'd  climate, 
and  to  associate  aiul  live  with  barbarous,  cruel 
and  deceitful  liulians.  The  love  of  God  and  tlic 
zeal  for  souls  alone  could  have  prom])ted  their 
sacrifices.  Catholic  France  realized  this  fact.  Siie 
canu^  to  their  help  with  her  prayers  and  her  alms. 

No  missionary  effort  was  evei'  sup])orted  with 
more  prayers  and  sacrifices  than  that  of  oui-  First 
Canadian  missions.  E\-erywhei-e  throughout  the 
laud  the  Sisters  in  their  cloistei's  were  stoi-ming 
heaven,  mortifying  themselves,  offeidng  their  v;m  \ 
lives  as  victims  for  the  projiagation  of  the  faith 
in  that  fai'-off  countr\-  of  which  the\-  had  I'cad 
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ill  the  Kelations.  One  has  only  to  read  the  letters 
of  Venerable  Mary  of  the  Incarnation  to  realize 
the  infhience  the  Canadian  missions  had  on  these 
lioly  souls.  Does  not  this  explain  the  great  glories 
that  crowned  the  infant  Church  of  New  Prance! 
Never  was  a  country  so  blessed  with  so  many  holy 
men  and  women.  Prayer  remains  the  great  lever 
that  moves  the  supernatural  world  and  gives  to 
the  Church  Martyrs  and  Saints. 

The  existence  of  the  missions  totally  depended 
on  help  from  tlie  Mother  Country.  To  obtain  that 
financial  help  was  undoubtedly  one  of  the  objects 
of  the  Relations.  Yet  they  are  not  begging  letters. 
Tlie^'  let  facts  speak  for  themselves.  Is  not  this 
the  most  efficient  Avay?  If  yon  awaken  interest 
you  soon  reach  the  heart  and  the  heart  holds 
and  governs  the  purse-strings. 

After  the  grace  of  God  man-power  is  what 
counts  most  in  the  mission  field.  The  reading  of 
the  Relations  awakened  throughout  France  among 
the  Religious  and  the  laity  a  harvest  of  missionary 
vocations.  One  has  only  to  read  F'ather  Camp- 
bell's "Pioneer  Pl-iests  and  Laymen  of  North 
America"  to  realize  how  much  the  Church  is  in- 
debted to  the  Relations  for  the  vocations  of  these 
heroic  men  and  women  who  remain  the  glories 
of  Church  and  Country.  They  had  souls  with  deep 
si")irituality,  inflamed  with  zeal  for  the  extension 
of  God's  Kingdom  on  earth.  Our  Canadian  Mar- 
tyrs, Samuel  de  Champlain,  Maisonneuve,  Marie 
(ie  rincarnation,  Madame  de  la  Peltrie,  Jeanne 
Mance,  Jeanne  Leber,  Marguerite  Bourgeois, 
Madame  Youville,  are  only  a  few  of  those  saintly 
and  devoted  men  and  women  who  stand  around 
the  cradle  of  Christianity  in  North  America.  The 
spreading  of  our  Catholic  Faith  was  the  inspira- 
tion and  leading  motive  that  brought  them  to  the 
shores  of  Canada.  They  remain  the  glory,  the 
beauty  and  the  strength  of  our  Church.  Canada 
owes  a  great  debt  to  the  "Jesuit  Relations." 


"Never  trouble  thy  mind  for  anything  that 
may  happen  to  thee  in  this  world.  Nothing  can 
come  but  that  God  wills  it."^ — St.  Thomas  More. 

TT  TP 

"Most  people  are  about  as  happy  as  they  make 
up  their  minds  to  be"  — Abraham  Lincoln. 

"If  your  foot  slips  you  may  recover  your 
balance,  but  if  j^our  tongue  slips  you  can  never 
recall  your  words." 


A  Smile  for  Jesus 

Maiu'een  Avas  seven  and  she  had  made  hei-  Fii-st 
(^ommunion  about  a  month  previous  to  the  Sun- 
day I  happened  to  kneel  behind  her  at  Mass.  It 
had  been  an  unalloyed  pleasure  to  prepare  her 
to  receive  Jesus  into  her  heart.  She  loved  Him 
so  much  and  she  was  so  eager  to  be  "held  tight 
in  His  arms"  as  she  herself  expressed  it. 

It  was  immediately  after  the  Consecration  that 
my  eyes  rested  on  Maureen.  To  my  surprise  she 
was  smiling — not  the  little  upward  quirk  of  the 
lips  that  sometimes  passes  for  a  smile,  but  a  wide- 
open  radiant  smile  that  illuminated  her  whole 
countenance.  I  thought :  ' '  What  can  be  amusing 
her  at  such  a  serious  moment  ? ' ' 

After  Mass  I  met  Maureen  on  the  church  steps. 
She  wanted  to  walk  home  with  me.  When  we 
M  ere  sufficiently  separated  from  the  crowd  I  said 
to  her:  "Maureen,  why  were  you  smiling  so  much 
after  the  Consecration?" 

She  looked  at  me  gravely  for  a  moment  and 
somehow  I  felt  that  I  was  being  judged  at  the 
tribunal  of  combined  innocence  and  wisdom.  Then, 
evidently  deciding  that  I  could  be  trusted  to  un- 
der.stand,  .she  said:  "Oh,  I  was  just  smiling  at 
Jesus  to  show  Him  how  m;uch  I  love  Him." 

]Maureen  little  guessed  with  what  a  subject  for 
meditation  she  had  provided  me.  Why  is  it  that 
we  grown-ups  so  seldom  smile  at  Jesus?  When 
we  meet  earthly  friends  it  is  natural  to  smile  a 
greeting,  but  when  we  are  with  our  Best  Friend 
wc  seem  to  think  it  necessary  to  assume  always 
(lur  most  solemn  and  serious  expression.  Yet,  it 
is  quite  possible  that  He,  too,  would  appreciate 
a  smile.  Must  we  save  all  our  smiles  for  earthly 
friends  and  acquaintances  and  reserve  for  Him 
a  visage  of  unbroken  solemnity?  Since  my  little 
chat  with  Maureen  I  often  find  m.yself,  during 
visits  to  Our  Lord  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
actually  smiling  at  Him.  What  is  more,  I  have 
the  firm  conviction  that  He  likes  it. 

Trulv,  "a  little  child  shall  lead  them!" 

S.O.S. 


CURIOUS  WANTS 

"Lo.st,  an  umbrella,  belonging  to  a  gentleman 
Avith  a  curiously  carved  ivory  head";  "Hou-sc 
wanted,  suitable  for  small  family  that  has  been 
recently  papered  and  painted";  "Tenders  invite<l 
ior  the  erection  of  a  school  large  enough  to  accom- 
modate '2,000  scholars  four  stories  high";  "Young 
man  wanted  to  take  charge  of  horses  with  a  re- 
ligious turn  of  mind";  "Nurse  wanted  in  a  small 
gentleman's  family";  "For  sale,  a  pony  suitable 
for  a  lady  without  vicious  habits  and  quiet  in 
harness";  "AVanted,  a  mahogany  child's  chair"; 
"Overlooker  wanted  for  5,000  sheep  that  can 
speak  Spanish." 
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ave  come  to  serve 


8  Days  to  Remember 

BY  A  KETREATANT 

HAD  you  been  a.  passenger  on  the  Wellesley- 
Rosedale  bus  early  in  the  evening  of 
August  6th,  you  might  have  wondered  at 
seeing  six  S.O.S.  and  as  many  bags  come  aboard 
in  an  evidently  happy  frame  of  mind.  Perh;;]js 
you  tvere  on  the  bus :  it  may  have  been  you  who 
said,  as  we  prepared  to  alight,  "Going  on  your 
holidays,  Sisters!"  When  you  read  this  you  will 
know  we  were  not  tampering  with  the  truth  when 
we  nodded  happily  at  you.  You  see,  we  were  an- 
swering" the  gentle  invitation  of  our  beloved 
Master  to  ''Come  apart  and  rest  awhile."  AVe 
v.'ere  about  to  stai't  our  annual  retreat,  and  be- 
cause you  seemed  so  interested,  we  will  tell  you 
about  it. 

The  group  of  retreatants  included  Sisters 
from  Toronto,  Montreal,  Ottawa  and  Christian 
Island.  In  the  short  interval  between  our  arrival 
at  the  Novitiate  and  the  opening  Conference, 
there  were  old  friend.s  to  be  greeted,  the  charge 
list  to  be  scanned  and  our  own  particular  corners 
for  the  ensuing  eight  days  to  be  sought  out.  Then 
the  bell  summoned  us  to  the  chapel,  where  the 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Retreat  Master,  Reverend  Father  Ilingsttni,  S.J., 
initiated  us  into  the  Spiritual  Exercises  of  St. 
Ignatius. 

The  Annual  Retreat  is  like  an  oasis.  At  it  we 
pause,  rest,  are  refreshed  by  "living  water"  and 
gather  strength  to  resume  our  journey  through 
the  often  arid  desert  of  this  life.  For  eight  short 
days  we  are  privileged  and  blissful  Marys,  sitting 
at  the  feet  of  our  Divine  Master,  absorbing  the 
lessons  He  Himself  teaches  in  the  inmost  sanc- 
tuary of  our  hearts  or  through  the  instructions  of 
His  representative.  Step  by  step  we  re-traverse  the 
tliirty-three  years  of  Hi.s  mortal  existence.  With 
wondering  love  we  contemplate  His  infancy, 
eagerly  desire  to  imitate  Him  in  His  Hidden  Life, 
glow  with  the  apostolic  zeal  which  His  Public 
Life  arouses,  grieve  with  him  in  liis  Passion  and 
exult  with  Him  in  His  Risen  Life. 

But  there  is  more  to  a  retreat  than  Conferences 
and  Meditation.  There  is  prayer,  prayer,  and 
more  prayer.  One's  heart  expands  to  include  the 
whole  world  and  all  the  Souls  in  Purgatory. 
There  are  Sisters  praying  individually  in  the 
chapel,  and  Sisters  walking  in  small  groups  out- 
doors sending  Rosary  after  Rosary  heavenwards 
for  the  poor  sick  world,  which  knows  no  peace, 
for  sinners,  for  abandoned  souls,  for  vocations, 
for  our  own  loved  ones,  for  every  possible  in- 
tention. 

Thus  our  retreat  preceding  August  15th  Avent 
on  and  drew  gently  to  a  close,  leaving  in  its  wake 
a  peace  that  is  not  of  this  world.  Early  in  the 
morning  of  the  beautiful  Feast  of  the  Assum])tion, 
with  only  the  Retreat  Master  and  the  Sisters 
l)resent,  two  Sisters  knelt  at  the  altar-rail.  Sister 
Tunney  to  renew  her  vows,  and  Si.ster  Ella  Zink 
to  make  her  Perpetual  Vows. 

It  is  always  a  thrilling  experience  to  witness 
the  simple  little  ceremony  that  binds  a  soul  by 
triple  vow  to  the  pei'petual  love  and  service  of 


GOD  DOi:8   NOT  DESIRE  A  PERFECT  WORK,  BUT  INFINITE  DESIRE 


4 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


OCTOBER.  1946 


(}()(].  Those  lookin<i'  on  see  only  the  outward  signs 
—  flowers,  li<>hts  and  music— they  hear  only  a 
\'c\\  words,  sometimes  falterino-  from  stren<i'th  of 
liiiman  emotion,  but  they  realize  that  these  visible 
symbols  are  but  the  manifestation  of  something' 
e^sentiall.v  interior— a  <i'reat  Act  of  Love  which  is 
takiufi-  place  between  Our  Lord  and  the  privileged 
soul  He  is  sealing  as  His  own  forever. 

After  the  vows  had  been  pronounced,  Father 
llingston  gave  an  address  to  the  assembled  Sisters. 
P.eginning  with  the  words:  "My  Beloved  to  me 
and  T  to  my  beloved,"  Father  spoke  impressively 
of  the  joy  and  happiness  that  is  the  rightful  privi- 
lege of  a  soul  chosen  by  Our  Lord  as  His  Spouse 
for  all  eternity.  He  also  reminded  us  that  the 
ceremon.v  just  witnessed  Avas  a  mutual  contract 
by  Avhich  both  parties  assumed  definite  obli- 
gations. The  JSister  bound  herself  to  observe  the 
Rules  ami  Constitutions  of  the  (.'ommunity  in 
which  Our  Lord  wished  her  to  love  and  serve 
Him,  while  He  obliged  Him.self  to  the  fulfilling 
of  that  promise  made  to  those  Avho  have  left  all 
tilings  for  His  sake  — "a  hundredfold  in  this 
woi'ld  and  life  evei'lasting." 

On  the  Missions 

On  the  Feast  of  Ihe  Assum])tion,  following  an 
cight-da.v  Ketreat  conducted  by  Reverend  Father 
(r.  Ehman,  C'.lSs.R.,  at  our  Edson  Hosj)ital,  final 
vows  were  made  by  Si.ster  Mai'ian  Haut  and 
Sister  Catherine  Sclimeltzer.  Renewal  of  Vows 
was  made  by  Sister  W.  Donnelly,  Sister  A.  Dziuba 
and  Sister  B.  Knopic. 

On  the  same  day,  at  our  injssion  in  Camp 
Moiton,  Sister  Margaret  MacMillan  made  per- 
l)etual  vows  and  Sister  L.  Tyszko  renewed  her 
vows. 


Diplomacy  is  cutting  the  other  fellow's  tliroat 
without  using  a  knife. 

#  *  * 

It  is  well,  Avhcn  one  is  judging  a  friend,  to  re- 
remember  that  he  is  judging  you  with  the  same 
godlike  and  superior  impartiality. 

*  *  # 

He  is  happy  whose  circum.stances  suit  his  temper  ; 
but  he  is  more  excellent  who  can  suit  his  temper 
to  any  circumstances. 


A  Question  of  Values 

IV  on  a  train  ride,  one  has  sufficient  energy  to 
combat  the  sleepiness  induced  by  I'ocking 
motion  and  forced  inaction,  the  reward  is 
often  an  unexpected  glimpse  into  human  motives 
and  character.  For,  while  train  riding  may  be  a 
s(i))orific  to  the  solitary  traveller,  it  seems  to  have 
the  opposite  effect  on  those  who  travel  with  com- 
])anions.  And  as  there  is  no  method  of  confining 
voice.s  to  a  limited  s])ace  — he  who  rides  may 
li.sten  ! 

On  a  recent  rather  monotonous  train  journe.v 
I  had  I'ead  for  an  hour  or  more  and  the  words 
were  becoming  blurred  and  meaningless.  I  felt 
sleep  pressing  heavily  on  my  eyelids,  when  a 
voice  (ma.sculine)  from  the  seat  behind  cut 
shai-ply  into  my  fa.st-Avaning  con.sciousness. 

"I've  noticed  so  often  in  travelling  around  the 
countryside  that  if  one  sees  a  substantial  hou.se 
on  the  top  of  a  hill,  it  always  belongs  to  a  non- 
Oatholic.  The  Catholics  own  all  the  unpretentious 
cottages  in  the  valley." 

T  was  wide  awake  now.  This  promised  to  be 
interesting. 

"So  what.'"  The  second  voice  was  masculine, 
too,  and  although  the  two  little  words  were 
neither  striking  nor  original  there  wa.s  in  the 
voice  a  depth  and  richness  which  promi.sed  .some- 
thing worth  hearing. 

"Well,"  continued  the  first  speaker,  a  slight 
note  of  irritation  in  his  voice,  "it's  just  another 
proof  of  my  contention  that  Catholics  as  a  body 
ai'e* woefully  lacking  in  ambition  to  succeed  in  life. 
Now  don't  start  quoting  the  few  exceptions.  I 
know  all  about  them." 

"All  right— we'll  stay  with  the  ambitionless 
ones.  T  like  them  better,  anyhow."  (I  could  have 
sworn  there  was  a  hint  of  laughter  in  the  second 
voice.)  "Did  you  ever  go  into  those  cottages  of 
which  .vou  s])eak  so  disparagingly  .'" 

"No,  it  annoys  me  too  nmch  to  see  how  con- 
tented the.v  are  with  so  little." 

"So  little!  Pardon  me,  but  I  have  visited  the 
Kellys,  the  O'Hagans,  the  Flynns,  etc.,  who  live 
in  the  valleys  and  what  has  always  amazed  me 
is  that  they  have  so  )tiuch." 

(Continued  on  jjage  9) 
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40  DAYS  BELOW  THE  BORDER 


THE  Mp|)oiiitmt'iit  to  sjit'iid  a  few  Aveek.-^  in 
Fariio  brought  all  the  adventurous  thrill 
that  aeeoinpauies  an  excursion  into  the  un- 
known. For  to  me  S.O.S  life  in  Tnole  Sam's 
territory  was  somethinsi'  Avith  whieii  1  was 
acquainted  only  thi-oui>h  letters  ami  (le^eri])tions 
by  othei-  Sisters.  Here  was  an  opi)()rtunity  to  ^ain 
personal  experience! 

Prayer  and  Aspirins 

The  train  journey  from  Toronto  to  Winnijieii' 
was  uneventful  apart  fi'om  the  discovery  that  the 
very  best  remedy  for  train  sickness  is  prayer  and 
aspirins.  For  years  I  have  found  lonjj,-  journeys 
by  rail  to  be  anathema,  owing  to  the  inescapable 
distress  caused  b}^  lack  of  interior  stability.  Be- 
fore leaving  Toronto  I  enlisted  the  prayers  of  all 
the  Sisters,  but  being  a  firm  believer  in  the 
Scriptural  injunction  that  "faith  without  works  is 
dead,"  I  fortified  myself  with  a  number  of 
aspii'ins.  Prayers  and  aspirins!  The  combination 
worked  like  a  charm.  The  prayers  inspired  confi- 
dence, the  aspirins  quieted  the  nerves,  with  the 
result  that  the  journey  was  actually  pleasant. 

Crossing  the  Border 

At  Winnipeg  I  was  met  by  a  Sister  from  the 
Fargo  mission  and  the  next  morning  the  two  of 
us  set  out  on  that  slow  and  wearisome  8V2-l^oui* 
train  ride  necessary  to  take  one  from  Winnipeg 
to  Fargo.  Although  long-drawn  out  and  tiring, 
the  trip  on  this  particular  occasion  was  not  with- 
out a  touch  of  excitement.  There  had  been  no  time 
for  immigration  formalities  before  leaving,  but  I 
had  been  told  a  Birth  Certificate  was  the  only 
requirement  nowadays  for  a  temporary  visit  wdth 
Uncle  Sam.  As  we  drew  near  the  Border  I  ex- 
tracted the  precious  document  from  my  suitcase 
to  have  it  in  readiness  for  the  inspection  of 
Authority. 

A  few  minutes  later  a  uniformed  representative 
from  South  of  the  Border  was  looking  it  over 
with  keen  interest  while  I  waited  like  a  pri.soner 
at  the  bar  for  the  verdict.  At  last  he  returned  the 
Certificate,  took  out  a  Form  from  his  collection 
of  papers  and  started  asking  questions.  Having 
extracted  a  short  resume  of  my  life  from  birth 
to  pre-sent  date  and  made  detailed  notes  as  to 
hair,  eyes,  height,  etc.,  he  graciously  handed  me 
a  scrap  of  paper,  duly  attested  by  his  official 
signature  authorizino'  me  to  remain  within  the 
U.S.  for '29  days! 

At  Manitoba  Junction  the  passengers  and 
freight  for  Fargo  and  vicinity  were  deposited  on 
the  highway,  while  our  comfortable  train  pro- 
ceeded to  Minneapolis.  After  about  20  minutes 


of  fre-h  air  and  exercise,  what  looked  to  bo  almost 
a  toy  engine,  drawing  one  lone  car.  arrived  to 
take  us  the  remainder  of  our  journey.  In  spite 
of  its  inadequate  appearance,  the  little  engine  did 
its  work  i>roperh-  and  drew  us  into  Fargo  about 
.").;!().  Sister  D.  was  at  the  station  to  welcome  us 
and  we  were  soon  at  401  Seventh  Ave.  S.  — the 
S.O.S.  hoTue  in  Fargo. 

Work  in  the  Mission 

During  the  summer  months  the  Sisters  on  this 
mission  concentrate  on  vacation  school  work  in 
the  rural  districts  of  North  Dakota;  in  the  winter 
they  contiiuie  teaching  little  ones  to  know  and 
love  (iod  by  means  of  correspondence.  As  this  was 
my  first  opportunity  of  wdtnessing  this  branch 
of  our  work  "in  action,"  I  set  myself  immediately 
1o  the  task  of  acquiring  all  the  information  pos- 
sible regarding  this  particular  S.O.S.  activity. 

The  atmosphere  of  a  Correspondence  Office  is 
quiet  and  peaceful.  In  one  corner  a  Sister  stencils 
tests,  in  another  corner  a  Sister  writes  letters, 
while  at  the  table  two  Sisters  concentrate  on  the 
correcting  of  lessons.  To  me  it  was  a  delightful 
new  experience  to  open  np  the  letters  from  little 
ones  who  were  daily  advancing  in  the  knowledge 
of  our  Holy  Faith  through  the  instructions  sent 
them  regularly  from  the  S.O.S.  centre  in  Fargo. 
It  is  easy  to  realize  that  a  w-ork  like  this,  where 
there  is  no  personal  contact  to  arouse  enthusiasm, 
might  easily  become  a  monotonous  routine  unless 
one  keeps  constantly  in  mind  the  child  behind 
the  lesson.  But  surely  this  is  not  difficult  for 
those  whose  lives  are  wholly  devoted  to  the  grand 
objective  of  helping  little  ones  to  know  the  sweet- 
ness of  the  Love  of  Christ. 

The  answers  received  from  the  pupils  are  often 
unexpected.  One  afternoon  the  quiet  of  the  office 
was  broken  by  a  busy  corrector:  "Listen  to  this, 
Sisters.  The  question  is — 'Who  teaches  us  through 
the  Catholic  Church:"  And  the  answer — there  was 
a  slight  ])ause  for  greater  effect — 'The  Sisters  of 
Service.'  "  "And  here's  another,"  continued 
Sister:  'From  whence  do  we  learn  to  know, 
love  and  serve  God?'  Answer.  'The  Sisters  of 
Service.'  "  AVe  all  thought  this  amusing,  but  I 
couldn't  help  thinking  those  answers  were  really 
])riceless,  for  in  spite  of  their  theological  in- 
exactness, the.v  surely  are  a  proof  of  the  confi- 
dence that  little  one  has  in  those  who  are  teaching 
her. 

Although  most  of  our  time  was  devoted  to  the 
"long  distance"  instruction  of  our  rural  pupils, 
there  were  occasional  events  to  provide  the  spice 
of  variety.  One  evening  we  were  invited  to  the 
Academ.y  conducted  by  the  Presentation  Sisters 
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for  the  enjoyinont  of  a  "Clio])in"  piano  recital. 
One  of  the  Sisters  told  me  that  all  the  music 
j)upiLs  saw  the  movie  "A  Song  to  Remember"  and 
that  from  then  on  they  were  eager  to  study 
Chopin.  The  music-teachers  had  taken  advantage 
of  this  general  enthusiasm  to  initiate  a  thorough 


l)um]ied  along  for  two  or  three  blocks  the  engine 
caught.  The  garage  man  returned  to  his  garage 
and  we  proceeded  happily  under  our  own  steam 
for  .>*ix  or  seven  blocks.  Then  the  engine  stalled 
again  and  no  amount  of  coaxing  had  any  effect. 
Now  we  were  really  in  difficulty  as  there  was  no 


S.O.S.  HOME  IN  FARGO 


study  of  ('li<)])iirs  compositions.  On  another  even- 
ing the  Sisters  at  St.  John's  Hospital  invited 
us  to  see  "The  IVlls  of  St.  Mary's." 

Excursion  to  Minnesota 

Ilowevci-,  tlic  most  interesting  incident  of  my 
stay  in  the  U.S.  was  a  journej'  into  Minnesota 
which  came  about  in  this  wise.  Througli  a  happ.y 
coincidence  1  met  a  Benedictine  priest  wliom  I 
had  known  23  j-ears  before  when  on  a  vi.sit  to 
St.  John's  Abbey.  One  afternoon  shortly  after  our 
meeting  he  phoned  to  say  that  he  and  his  sister 
were  planning  to  visit  St.  John's  and  invited  me 
to  go  along,  with  a  companion.  It  didn't  take  us 
long  to  accept  such  a  promising  invitation.  At 
two  o'clock  Father  arrived  and  found  Si.ster  D. 
and  J  all  ready  to  start.  In  a  few  minutes  we 
were  over  the  bridge  and  into  Moorhead.  Here 
Father  stopped  at  a  garage  to  get  gas,  but  when 
the  tank  was  filled  the  engine  wouldn't  go.  After 
futile  attempts  the  garage  man  offered  to  push 
us  with  his  car  Tor  a  while.  After  we  had  been 


service  station  near  ami  we  were  stuck  in  the 
middle  of  the  road. 

At  this  opportune  moment  along  came  a  num 
who  knew  Father.  He  said  he  wt)uld  get  his  car 
and  try  pushing  us  a  little  further.  In  this  way 
we  advanced  several  moi'e  blocks  on  our  jour- 
ney to  Oollegeville.  Margaret  (Father's  sister) 
seemed  very  distrustful  of  the  man  who  was 
Inimping  us  because  she  felt  sure  he  had  been 
drinking,  but  Father  assured  us  he  was  quite  safe 
a.s  "drinking"  was  his  normal  condition.  Then, 
between  bumps,  he  told  us  this  story.  Some  weeks 
befoi-e,  on  a  bitterly  cold  night,  the  Kectory  tele- 
phone rang  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Our 
friend,  the  present  "bumper."  was  at  the  other 
end.  "Please,  father,  will  you  come  at  once  to 
the  Hotel  (giving  name  and  room  number).  It's 
very  urgent."  "I'll  be  right  there,"  said  Father. 
Dressing  hastily  and  gatliering  together  every- 
thing he  might  need  in  case  of  serious  illness, 
nuirder  or  sudden  death.  Father  made  his  way 
to  the  Hotel.  Arriving  at  the  room  designated  he 
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knocked  ami  the  door  was  opened  by  our  friend, 
with  a  bottle  in  his  hand.  Further  back  in  the 
room  was  the  man's  sister,  also  holding  a  bottle. 
"Sure,  come  in.  Father.  Maggie  and  I  have  jitst 
decided  we  want  you  to  receive  us  into  the 
Catholic  Church  immediately!" 

Eventually  we  wei-e  bumped  into  a  garage 
where  our  trouble  was  finally  adjusted  and  we 
drove  out  of  Moorhead  at  four  o'clock,  just  two 
hours  behind  schedule.  As  this  meant  w-e  could  not 
possibly  reach  our  destination  before  nightfall,  it 
was  decided  to  .stop  over  at  Pierz,  where  one  of 
Father's  married  sisters  has  her  home.  Passing 
tiirough  Little  Falls  we  made  a  short  detour  in 
order  to  see  Lindbergh  State  Park,  which  has 
been  built  up  by  the  United  States  Government 
around  the  site  of  Lindbergh's  boyhood  home. 
Arriving  at  Pierz  which,  by  the  way,  has  the 
reputation  of  being  a  99^2%  Catholic  town,  we 
stopped  first  at  Marie's  home,  giving  her  and  her 
children  a  delightful  surprise  as  they  had  not 
seen  Father  for  some  time.  Then  Sister  D.  and 
I  were  taken  over  to  the  Benedictine  Convent 
where  we  were  given  a  cordial  welcome  and  shown 
generous  hospitality,  according  to  St.  Benedict. 

The  next  morning  after  Mass  and  breakfast  at 
the  Convent,  we  were  driven  out  to  Long  Lake 
where  Marie's  husband,  who  is  a  prosperous  con- 
tractor, has  built  a  summer  cottage  for  the  family. 
This  home  beside  the  lake  combines  perfectly  the 
advantages  and  benefits  of  rural  living— fresh  air, 
.sunshine,  fishing,  boating  and  SAvimming— Avith 
all  city  conveniences— electricity,  gas  and  up-to- 
date  plumbing.  There  seemed  nothing  wanting  to 
make  the  spot  an  earthly  Paradise,  but  doubtless 
the  serpent  will  be  present  in  the  guise  of  mos- 
quitoes, wood-ticks,  or  some  other  annoying 
insects. 

St.  John's  and  St.  Benedict's 

In  the  afternoon  we  drove  in  to  St.  Joe  and 
after  greeting  Father's  parents,  who  live  in  that 
little  town  (they  actually  remembered  me  after 
23  years)  we  weiit  over  to  St.  John's  Abbey,  as 
Father  wished  to  see  the  Abbot  on  business.  We 
were  escorted  over  the  beautiful  grounds  (which 
really  deserve  many  paragraphs  of  description) 
by  Father's  young  nephew,  who  played  the  part 
of  host  most  charmingly.  Then  we  were  taken  to 
the  Abbey  chapel  as  we  washed  to  say  some 
prayers.  These  we  said  to  the  accompaniment  of 


devotional  organ  music  (some  one  was  probably 
])racticing  for  the  coming  Sunday)  and  it  surely 
made  us  realize  the  truth  of  the  first  part  of  the 
adage,  "Music  hath  charms."  We  ignored  the 
second  half  of  the  saying  as  we  neither  of  us  had 
"savage  breasts"  to  be  soothed  at  that  particular 
moment.  Before  leaving  we  had  a  few  nw- 
ments  with  Abbot  Alcuin,  who  received  us  very 
gi-aciously. 

Father  then  drove  us  to  St.  Benedict's  Convent. 
I  gave  him  the  name  of  a  few  sisters  I  had  known 
when  I  visited  there  nearly  a  quarter  of  century 
before,  and  he  asked  for  them.  What  was  my  sur- 
]n'ise  and  joy  to  be  recognized  at  once  and 
greeted  like  a  long-lost  sister.  After  an  hour  or 
so  of  reminiscing  we  were  taken  to  the  guast 
liouse  where  we  were  assigned  extremely  comfort- 
able quarters.  Next  day  we  attended  Mass  in  the 
lovely  and  spacious  chapel  and  spent  the  morning 
admiring  the  wonderful  hand-embroidered  vest- 
ments for  which  St.  Benedict's  is  so  justly 
famous. 

After  dinner  Father  called  for  us  and  we 
jiassed  an  enjoyable  afternoon  visiting  his  mar- 
ried brothers  and  si.sters— Peter,  Rosie,  Herman 
and  Sister  Virginia — all  of  whom,  except  the  last, 
were  at  the  old  homestead  when  I  visited  the 
family  in  1923,  but  are  now  settled  in  various 
towns  or  farms  around  St.  Joe. 

Strike  Threat — and  Home  Again! 

Arriving  in  Fargo  Thursday  evening  I  found 
instructions  to  return  to  Canada  the  following 
Satuixlay.  At  noon  on  that  day  I  was  all  packed 
and  ready  to  say  farewell  to  the  U.S.  when  one 
of  the  Sisters  heard  over  the  radio  that  the  rail- 
road strike  which  had  been  pending  for  days,  was 
scheduled  to  go  into  effect  at  four  o'clock  that 
afternoon,  and  that  passengers  would  travel  at 
their  own  risk.  Enquiry  at  railroad  headquarters 
resulted  in  the  disturbing  assurance  that  if 
the  strike  were  called  the  trains  Avould  stop 
immediately  and  passengers  would  be  marooned 
wherever  they  happened  to  be.  Pictures  of  myself 
sitting  on  a  suitcase  somewhere  on  the  side  of  the 
road  between  Fargo  and  Winnipeg  was  something 
too  dreadful  for  contemplation,  so  it  was  decided 
I  should  not  leave  until  the  next  day.  As  the  strike 
was  postponed,  I  was  able  to  leave  peacefully  on 
Sunday  afternoon  and  reached  Winnipeg  that 
'ivening  without  further  mishap.  S.O.S. 
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It's  Summer  School  Time  Again 

WO  solenm-facetl  six-year-oltls,  beads  in 
uiiul.  walked  slowly  up  and  down  in  the 
ruts  (if  the  road  in  front  of  the  eliurch, 
reeitiim-  Hail  Marys  and  Holy  Marys.  They 
caacrly  and  earnestly  tnld  us  afterwards  that  they 
weie  "'jjlayinn'  Sistei."  They  had  watched  ns 
while  we  had  said  our  prayers  togethei'.  (Please 
(iod,  the  unnaturally  lon^-  faces  were  not  all 
1liey  ^'ot  out  of  it!)  Our  main  reason  for  sayinfi' 
our  ))rayers  on  the  road  was  that  it  was  far 
enough  away  from  the  distracting  screams  of 
"Home  it,  Denis,  home  it,"  and  yet  close  enough 
1o  keep  mischief  makers  on  the  straight  and 
ua  I'row. 

Our  ]n-esent  situation  was  a  compromise  with 
the  weatherman.  That  imobliging  gentleman  has 
caused  us  considerable  discomfort  and  a  partial 
abandonnu'ut  of  catechetical  plans  for  the  past 
two  years.  His  attitude  seemed  to  be  "Now  just 
let  uie  know  when  you're  going  out  to  the  country 
and  I'll  make  sure  it  will  rain  steadily."'  Now 
wiiat  c<()i  yon  do  about  a  thing  like  that? 

This  is  what  we  did  this  year.  We  planned  on 
having  the  children  come  to  a  certain  district, 
bring  their  food  and  bedding  and  stay  for  two 
weeks.  Even  these  arrangements  were  almost 
ruiiu^d  as,  on  the  day  planned,  the  rain  came  down 
in  sheets  and,  having  got  stuck  in  the  mud,  we 
almost  missed  the  train  and  busses  on  which  some 
of  the  children  were  to  come.  However,  we  finallv 
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arrived  and  with  us  the  car  loads  and  wagon  load.s 
of  provisions,  bedding  and  happy  children. 

Our  cooks  arranged  our  unpretentious  cook- 
house and  we  planned  the  sleeping  quarters  and 
classi'ooms  and  the  dozen  things  which  make  up 
camp  life.  Then  we  looked  out  at  the  weatherman, 
grinned,  and  said:  "Now,  go  ahead  and  do  what 
you  like!"  Which  he  did!  It  rained  every  day 
for  the  two  weeks  ! 

Instead  of  being  a  bother,  however,  it  was 
I'eally  quite  a  boon  — after  we  got  to  like  mud  and 
convinced  ourselves  it  was  "clean  dirt."  Wa.sh 
water  was  plentiful  as  all  the  ditches  were  full. 
With  a  clever  technique  the  jiollywogs  in  every 
stage  of  develoinnent  were  eliminated.  Also  the 
cool  weather  occasioned  bj'  such  frequent  rains 
kept  the  children  very  much  awake  at  the  proper 
limes  and  eager  to  go  to  bed  at  night. 

Prom  the  rising  bell  in  the  morning  to  the 
"no-more-talking"  bell  at  night  there  was  no  in- 
activity. Specified  "chores,"  relays  to  the  cook- 
liouse  tor  meals,  regular  clas.ses,  games  of  "double 
scrub"  skipping  or  building  "camps"  in  the 
saiulpile,  story  book  time.  Hingo,  night  ])rayers, 
filled  the  days. 

Thing.s  happened  that  gave  one  a  strange  kind 
of  heartache— Fii-st  Communions,  always  beauti- 
ful, aiul  "second"  Communion.s,  the  First  bein^ 
eight  years  ago;  the  ^lother  who  walked  eleven 
miles  over  muddy  roads  to  Mass  carrying 
groceries  for  her  three  children;  the  evening 
Kosary  when  each  tot  took  his  turn  in  "calling 
out  the  decades";  memories,  wordy 
desci'iptions  of  which  would  rob 
them  of  their  iireciousiie.ss. 

On  the  last  day,  they  attendCil 
Mass  and  received  the  Sacraments 
for  the  fourth  time  during  the  two 
weeks.  A  procession  and  Crowning 
of  ()in'  Lady  following  the  Mass 
was  the  official  end  of  summer 
school,  but  that  didn't  take  into 
consideration  the  sorting  out  of 
dishes,  knives,  forks  and  spoons, 
.jam  .iars,  syrup  pails  or  flour  sacks 
which  are  so  valuable  a  i>ossessiou 
on  the  farm.  It  was  well  on  in  the 
afternoon  before  everything  was  in 
its  jiroper  place  and  everyone  had 
gone  hajipily  home. 

Our  one  hojx'  was  that  Helen's 
statenu'ut  would  be  the  thought  of 
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Hi'iii$>ii)<;  Wiitor  (^aMi|) 


eaeli  i-liild  as  lie  oi-  slie  joj^tied  alono'  homewards. 
Slie  had  told  Sister  with  that  candor  of  expi-essioii 
of  a  six-year-old:  "When  Jesus  eoiiies  to  nie 
tomorrow,  I'm  o'oiii<>'  to  say  'Dear  Jesus,  1  love 
Von — and  1  don't  mean  mavbel'" 

S.O.S.  EI)S()\. 

A  QUESTION  OF  VALUES 

(("ontinucd  from  page  -i) 

"So  mueh  There  was  interrogation  and  in- 
ei-edulity  in  the  first  speaker's  voice. 

"Yes,  so  lUKch!  That  is,  of  what  makes  life 
most  worth  living.  Tt  is  true,  the  cottages  ma}'  not 
have  the  ex])ensive  fuiiiishings  of  the  mansion  on 
the  hill,  but  they  are  spotlessh-  clean  and  one  feels 
they  are  real,  "homes"  and  not  mere  residences. 
Their  occupants  may  be  short  of  many  luxuries 
that  money  can  buy.  But  they  have  so  manj' 
tlnng.s  that  are  beyond  price — possessions  that  a 
millionaire's  wealth  cannot  purchase." 

"Such  as.'''  There  was  a  .scornful  note  in  the 
voice  of  the  first  speaker.  I  waited  eagerly  to  hear 
wliat  the  champion  of  the  riches  of  the  poor 
would  say. 

"Such  as  love  ami  laugliter,  fidelity  to  marriage 
vows,  ha]ipy  and  healthy  children,  who  are  grow- 
ing into  unselfish  men  and  women  becau.se  from 
early  childhood  they  have  learned  to  share  gener- 
ously with  others.  Above  all,  there  is  the  peace 
and  harmony  wliicli  i)r()ceed  from  a  good  con- 
science and  an  unwavering  faith  in  God's 
Providence. ' ' 

"It's  i)lain  to  be  seen  you're  still  an  incurable 
idealist."  Was  there  a  trace  of  a  sneer  in  the 
answering  voice.'  "But  would  you  mind  telling 
me,  if  you  can,  why  all  these  'priceless'  ble.ssings 
may  not  be  possessed  by  those  who  live  in  the 
mansions  on  the  hill?  Need  one  be  a  pauper  m 
order  to  have  faith  in  God  .^" 

"By  no  means.  And  before  going  further,  let 


me  a.ssure  you  that  most  of  these  cottage-dwellers 
are  thrifty,  hard-working  people,  from  whose 
I'anks  often  spring  eminent  leaders  and  worth- 
while citizens.  It  is  cjuite  possible,  and  sometimes 
does  happen,  that  the  man  on  the  hill  has  spiritual 
as  well  as  material  wealth,  but  I  think  you  will 
admit  this  is  a  rare  exception.  The  words  spoken 
in  Palestine  centuries  ago  are  as  true  as  ever: 
'You  cannot  serve  God  and  Mammon'  and  'How 
hai-dly  shall  a  rich  man  enter  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven.'  Surely  the  Lord  and  Creator  of  both 
I'ich  and  poor  knew  what  He  was  .saying." 

There  was  a  slight  ])ause.  Then  the  clear,  mu- 
sical voice  continued;  "1  think  it  is  a  question 
of  guiding  principles.  A  man  whose  whole  energy 
is  directed  towards  material  success  and  the 
nuiking  of  a  name  for  himself  in  this  world  will 
get  his  mansion  on  the  top  of  a  hill,  since  that  is 
the  principle  objective  of  all  his  striving.  Verily 
he  has  his  I'eward !  The  life  of  a  good  Catholic, 
however,  is  colored  by  the  driving  influence,  not 
of  a  man.sion  on  top  of  a  hill,  but  of  a  cross  on 
the  brow  of  a  hill.  This  Cross,  which  he  is  taught 
to  make  from  babyhood,  is  to  him  a  perpetual 
i-eminder  of  the  nothingness  of  worldly  grandeur. 
He  will  be  satisfied  with  a  cottage  on  earth,  if  he 
can  have  nothing  more  without  giving  God  second 
l)lace  in  his  life.  He  realizes  that 

'Because    there  once  stood   on   the  brow  of  a  hill 

At  the  close  of  the  day, 
A  Cross  outlined  'gainst  the  sky  all  sombre  and  grey.' 

if  he  remains  true  to  the  teaching.s  of  the  One 
Vvho  died  on  that  Cross  there  will  be  prepared  for 
him  a  mansion  eternal  in  the  heavens.  You  see, 
ni}'  friend  it  is  a  question  of  values.  1  do  not 
claim  for  a  moment  that  a  man  cannot  live  in 
a  mansion  and  yet  love  God  very  much.  But 
the  cares  antl  riches  of  this  world  usually  choke 
spirituality,  and  the  fact  that  there  have  been 
rare  aiul  beautiful  exceptions  does  not  alter  the 
rule." 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment.  Then  the  voice 
of  the  fir.st  speaker:  "Almost   thou  persuadest 

me  to  live  in  a  cottage,  but  here  we  are  at  N  

ami  1  must  say  'Goodbye.'  " 

The  train  slowed  to  a  standstill  and  I  made  a 
few  notes  in  the  back  of  my  book  because  I 
realized  that  once  again  I  had  gainetl  something 
wortli  saving  by  keejjing  my  eyes  open — and  my 
eai's ! 


One  weakens  evei-ytliiiig  which  one  exagger- 
ates. 

»    #  * 

Conceit  is  the  compensation  of  benignant  Na- 
tui'e  for  mental  deficiency. 

*    *  * 

What  is  honour.'  It  is  what  we  have  left  w'hen 
we  are  siii'e  no  one  is  looking. 
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A  CATECHIST  REMEMBERS 


On  tlie  nioi-ning  of  June  28th,  I  led  off  the 
hand  of  catechists  from  this  mission.  AVishing 
to  be  in  Rama  before  dark,  after  checking  bus 
and  train  schedules.  I  decided  to  go  by  bus  which 
was  due  in  Canora  about  5:10  o'clock  wiiile  the 
ti'ain  was  not  due  there  until  8  :45.  "Be  on  Time" 
i)eing  one  of  our  Avatchwords,  I  was  sitting  on 
the  bus  at  7:45.  At  9  o'clock  the  bus  left  the 
depot!  It  was  a  beautiful  new  bus  and  one  felt  so 
gay  getting  into  it,  but  alas,  new  and  beautiful 
things  are  not  the  old  reliables:  we  were  four 
liours  late  reaching  Yorkton,  the  Canora  bus  had 
not  waited  for  us,  and  so  it  meant  taking  the  train 
from  there  to  Canora.  Patiently  waiting  in 
Canora  were  Rev.  Father  Sylla,  O.M.I.,  and  Mr. 
Kos.  It  was  close  to  eleven  o'clock  when  we 
reached  Rama. 

For  two  weeks  I  taught  in  the  parish  hall  in 
this  little  town,  rather  a  hamlet,  of  Polish  people. 
Only  a,  few  of  the  children  lived  in  the  town,  the 
rest  came  in  daily  by  car,  ox  horses  and  some 
walked  as  far  as  five  miles  each  way.  The  chil- 
dren were  bright,  and  possessed  an  overdose  of 
youthful  pep.  This  was  the  first  time  they  had 
been  taught  by  a  Sister  who  wasn't  Polish,  so  you 
may  be  sure  my  good  qualities  and  bad  ones  did 
not  miss  their  eyes.  As  a  numJber  of  the  younger 
children  did  not  speak  English  well,  Father 
Sylla  taught  the  First  Communion  Class  in  the 
Church  while  I  took  the  remaining  "wise  ones" 
to  the  hall.  Each  morning  Father  gave  Holy 
Communion  in  the  Church  at  seven  o'clock  and 
offered  the  Mass  for  the  children  at  nine  o'clock. 
During  the  Mass  the  children  were  taught  to 
follow  the  prayers  with  the  priest  in  their  prayer 
books.  This  method  pleased  them  so  much  that  a 
number   asked  me   for   a   Sunday  Missal  and 


I'riK'fssion  (o  Clmrch  on  First  C'oiuimiiiion  Morning 


found  that  the  time  of  ]\Iass  went  by  so  quickly 
that  they  were  anxious  to  assist  each  day  through 
the  two  weeks.  A  few  mornings  we  changed  our 
program  and  sang  some  hymns  during  the  Mass. 

On  Saturday,  the  day  before  First  Holy  Com- 
munion, while  preparing  the  class  for  Confession, 
I  urged  them  to  make  their  Confes.sion  carefully 
and  well  as  none  of  us  knew  if  we  would  get  a 
chance  to  make  another  Confession ;  death  W'as 
always  somewhere  near  us.  Little  did  I  know  how 
near. 

On  Sunday  evening  a  man  from  town  ru.shed 
in  to  call  Father  to  the  scene  of  an  accident.  One 
of  our  dear  little  pupils,  a  child  of  .six  years, 
sweet,  self-possessed,  and  clever,  was  killed  on  the 
highway.  Bernadette  had  faithfully  followed  each 
class  with  her  sister  for  the  two  weeks.  She  and 
two  other  little  ones  were  in  a  small  car  driven 
by  their  young  cousin  and  were  on  their  way  to 
their  cousin's  home  when  suddenly  the  front  tire 
punctured ;  Isabelle  lost  control  of  the  car  and  it 
turned  over  in  the  ditch.  Apparently  little  Ber- 
nadette was  caught  in  the  jam  of  the  door  as  it 
fell  open  and  closed  by  the  impact.  She  was  killetl 
instantly;  the  others  were  not  injured.  Her  tragic 
death  was  a  great  shock  to  her  dear  parents. 

During  the  time  I  taught  in  Rama  and  the 
mission,  Dobrowodj',  we  had  several  severe  storms. 
My  companion,  little  Angela— wasn't  this  a  good 
name  for  a  companion — was  quite  frightened. 
One  night  I  spent  nearly  two  hours  in  her  room 
encouraging  her  and  calming  her,  then  went  back 
to  bed.  Shortly  after  another  storm  came  up.  I 
was  inclined  to  go  back  to  Angela  but  de- 
cided to  wait  until  I  heard  her  coming  down  the 
hall,  but  Angela  never  came.  Next  morning  I 
asked  her  if  she  was  as  frightened  at  the  second 
storm  as  during  the  first  and  she  asked:  "Was 
there  a  second  storm?"  Mj^  woi'ries  were  wasted! 

The  people  brought  our  food  daily.  Each  family 
supiilied  the  dinner  and  supper  for  a  day. 

After  supper  on  the  evening  of  the  14th  Father 
drove  us  to  Dobrowody  where  we  continued  to 
teach  for  another  two  weeks.  "Dobrowody" 
translated  into  English  means  "good  w-ater" 
but  the  name  was  misplaced  for  the  water  was 
—well,  I  drank  it  sparingly.  The  children  in  this 
district  were  not  quite  as  bright  as  in  Rama  but 
were  easily  managed.  We  had  no  serious  accidents 
among  them  until  the  last  iifternoon.  It  was  again 
Confession  Daj^  and  the  last  practice  for  the  First 
Communion  ceremony  next  morning.  On  my  way 
to  the  Parish  Hall  to  commence  class  at  one 
o'clock  I  noticed  one  of  my  pupils  holding  a  hand' 
kerchief  to  her  nose.  I  went  over  and,  sure  enougli. 
a  no.se-bleed.  Had  she  been  jilaying  in  the  hot  sun 
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during:  the  noon-hour.'  ''Xo  Sister  All  niy  First 
Aid  methods  were  tried  out  on  Emily  l)ut  to 
no  avail.  "Did  you  have  a  nose-bleed  like  this 
before?"'  "Yes.  Sister,  but  not  as  bad  as  this 
one."'  Father  Sylla  took  my  pupils  into  the 
eliureh  -with  him  while  T  attended  to  Emily.  I 
could  not  .stop  the  bleeding  and  I  was  afraid  the 
girl  would  faint  but  she  bravely  held  on.  After  an 
hour  I  went  to  the  Church  and  told  Father  we 
would  have  to  do  something  about  it.  I  suggested 
ice  would  help  but  we  had  none.  One  of  the  boys 
said  they  had  snow  in  their  cooler  at  home  and 
away  he  ran  to  get  a  pail  full.  For  another  half 
hour  T  applied  ice  to  her  face  and  the  nape  of 
her  neck  but  the  flow  continued.  At  this  time 
Father  hiouglit  around  his  car  and  having  packed 
Emily's  face  in  more  frozen  .snow  we  drove  her 
to  iier  i)arents.  They  said  they  would  take  her  in 
their  own  car  to  the  hosi)ital  in  Canora.  I  have 
heai-d  nothing  further  about  Emily.  AVe  returned 
to  the  church  and  got  the  children  in  order  to 
prepare  them  for  Confession  when  a  boy  of  twelve 
stiffened  and  went  under  the  bench.  We  dragged 
him  out  and  reviv-ed  him  on  the  stone  steps  in 
front  of  the  Church.  Tlien  I  looked  around  and 
saw  one  of  the  little  darlings  with  blood  running 
down  from  her  knee.  She  had  fallen  on  the  gravel 
and  had  a  nasty  knee-cap.  By  the  time  I  washed 
lier  knee  and  bandaged  her  up  it  was  four  o'clock. 
1  was  delighted  when  I  saw  the  last  child  on  his 
way  home,  after  all  had  gone  to  Confession. 

During  the  week  a  few  of  the  boj's  wore  their 
hair  long  in  front  and  it  annoyed  me  to  have  them 
shake  their  heads  to  get  the  hair  out  of  their  eyes 
before  answering  a  question,  so  I  told  one  of  them: 
"Get  an  inch  chopped  off  that  hair  tonight.'' 
Next  morning,  behold  he  appeared  with  the  hair 
"chopped"  off.  It  was  almost  scalloped.  It  was 
difficult  to  conceal  a  smile  of  amusement.  How- 
ever, before  letting  him  go  to  First  Holy  Com- 
munion I  took  my  scissors  and  improved  the  hair 
cut. 

My  last  eight  days  of  the  summer  were  spent 
teaching  the  Metis  children  thirteen  miles  out  of 
Yorkton.  The  ages  of  these  pupils  ranged  from  six 
to  seventeen.  Clifford,  17,  and  Edwin,  16,  had 
never  had  a  chance  before  to  be  prepared  for 
their  First  Confession  and  Holy  Communion  and 
were  most  anxious  to  receive  the  Sacraments.  They 
were  both  interested  and  interesting.  It  was  a 
problem  for  them  to  prepare  for  their  First  Con- 
fes.sion  and  they  worried  about  it.  One  day 
during  class  Clifford  said :  ' '  Sister,  how  am  I 
going  to  be  able  to  tell  how  many  times  I 
missed  Mass?"  I  told  him  to  do  his  best  and  leave 
the  rest  to  God.  A  little  later  he  said:  "I  know. 
I  have  been  to  ]\Iass  four  times  in  my  life,  I  will 
tell  him  that  antl  he  can  figure  out  how  many 
times  I  missed."  These  children  lived  ten  miles 
from  the  nearest  church,  and  there  Mass  is  said 
only    once    a    month    and    sometimes    once  in 


Mass  in  the  Open 


two  months.  The  First  Communion  Mass  was 
an  out-of-door.s  one.  A  shelter  for  the  altar 
had  been  made  out  of  small  trees  by  the  bigger 
boys  and  girls.  Three  girls  and  three  boys  re- 
ceived our  dear  Lord  for  the  first  time  that 
morning,  but  not  in  a  beautiful  Church.  No,  some- 
what like  the  stable  of  Bethlehem,  they  knelt 
on  the  bare  earth.  The  other  children  who  had 
made  their  First  Holy  Communion  received 
also,  a.s  well  as  several  of  the  parents.  The  souls 
of  these  "abandoned"  people  of  the  prairie  are 
.surely  dear  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  half-breed 
children  are  respectful,  obedient,  and  in  many 
ca.ses  quite  intelligent.  But  their  chances  for  social 
life  are  slim.  Last  year  when  I  taught  in  this 
same  out-of-doors  class  room  only  tAVo  of  the 
children  could  read  and  write,  but  to  my  amaze- 
ment this  year,  nearly  all  could  read  and  write. 
They  explained  that  they  had  gone  to  school, 
some  to  the  Sisters  at  Ituna,  others  to  the  Sisters 
at  A\'ollesley,  and  some  to  local  schools.  In  order 
to  receive  the  Family  Welfare  Allowance  each 
child  must  have  so  many  days  of  schooling.  To 
hel]i  them  benefit  by  this  allowance  the  Child 
Welfare  arranged  the  above  method.  In  six 
months  they  had  learned  to  read  and  write  so 
as  to  use  a  "Butler's  No.  3  Catechism"  and  to  do 
that  one  must  be  intelligent. 

On  the  evening  of  August  6th,  I  reached  our 
little  Convent  home  once  more— how  happy  to  be 
back !  The  weeks  away  seemed  so  long,  yet  be- 
cause we  were  doing  all  we  could  to  bring  souls 
nearer  to  our  dear  Lord,  the  time  had  passed 
quickly. 

A  Day  at  Lebret 

After  a  bu.sy  summer  and  an  excellent  retreat, 
four  of  lis,  at  the  request  of  Mr.  CI.  Graf,  went  out 
for  a  i)icnic-day.   We  left  Kegina  on  tlie  nine 
o'clock  bus  and  i-eached  Lebret  about  11 :!?().  We 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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GARNERING  SOULS 


iHE  followino'  account  of  activities  on  one  of 
our  rural  missions  will,  we  are  sure,  be  of 
interest  to  our  readers : 

Preparing  For  Confession 

On  June  22n(l  T  rounded  up  all  the  first  com- 
municants foi-  their  first  confessions.  There  were 
thirteen  in  all.  While  prepariuj^"'  them  for  con- 
fession, I  asked  one  little  lad  if  he  had  his  sins  all 
ready  to  tell  the  priest.  He  replied:  "I  got  them 
all  ready  last  yeai-  and  1  still  have  them,  but  I 
have  a  few  more  to  add."  This  same  lad.  after 
he  had  j^one  to  eonf es.sion,  said :  "I  told  Father 
five  .sins  and  he  asked  me  for  more,  but  I  didn't 
have  any." 

A  little  girl  .said:  "I  forgot  to  tell  one  sin,  but 
T  told  all  my  morials."  One  little  fellow  was 
having  a  little  difficulty  with  the  sixth  precept  of 
the  Church.  1  tried  to  help  him  by  asking:  "Are 
you  going  to  marry  a  little  Protestant  girl  when 
you  grow  up?"  He  answered  verj-  seriously,  "No, 
a  bi(j  one." 

Corpus  Christi  Procession 

At  nine  a.m.  on  June  23rd  the  first  com- 
municants all  turned  up,  dressed  in  their  finest. 
As  this  was  Corpu.s  Christi  Sunday  the  procession 
was  to  be  held  in  the  grounds  as  usual  and  four 
altars  had  been  erected  at  points  of  vantage.  At 
!).!.")  there  was  a  downpour  of  rain.  The  Sisters 
had  to  rush  around,  get  tables  from  the  hall  and 
erect  two  altars  in  the  church.  Father  carried  the 
Hle.ssed  Sacrament,  the  fir.st  communicants  going 
before,  scattering  flowers.  It  was  all  very  lovely. 
No  one  was  disappointed  about  the  rain  because 
it  was  needed  so  badly.  Thei-e  had  been  no  rain 
since  IMarch  and  everything  was  withering. 

After  the  procession  the  children  were  all  en- 
rolled in  the  Scapular.  When  this  ceremony  was 
over  their  pictures  were  taken  and  they  went  over 
to  the  Convent  for  breakfast.  Sister  Superior  had 
some  candy.  She  passed  it  around  twice.  One 
little  boy  remarked:  "If  I  had  three  more  I  would 
have  enough  for  the  family." 

A  Family  Regenerated 

Dui'ing  May  Mrs.  G.  was  in  the  liospital  for 
two  weeks.  I  went  to  visit  her  four  or  five 
times  a)ul  brought  her  fruit.  She  was  very 
pleased  and  grateful.     1   had  lier  children  (she 


has  five  in  school)  write  to  her  and  brought  their 
letters  in. 

At  last  the  time  came  for  two  of  the  children  to 
make  their  first  communion,  but  when  Father 
would  come  to  teach  catechism  they  were  never 
there.  So  on  the  Friday  before  they  were  to  make 
their  first  communion  Father  said  he  would  go 
and  see  them.  He  did,  and  they  said  they  couldn't 
come  as  they  had  no  clothes  and  no  shoes.  Father 
])romised  to  get  some  and  asked  them  to  come  to 
church  on  the  29th.  They  promised  they  would. 
There  are  seven  children— ages  twelve  to  one  and 
a  half  years.  Five  of  them  were  never  baptized 
and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  weie  not  married  by  a 
priest. 

On  the  27th  they  wanted  me  to  come  to  their 
home  for  some  cream,  so  after  school  Sister 
Superioi-  and  I  went.  Mrs.  G.  was  busy  washing 
dresses,  underwear  and  shoe  lace.s,  also  putting 
whitewash  on  black  shoes  to  make  them  white. 
One  boy  still  had  no  shoes.  She  took  us  out  to  the 
garden  and  gave  us  a  large  box  of  .spinach,  lettuce 
and  cabbage  plants,  also  four  quarts  of  cream. 
The.y  ai'e  most  generous. 

The  next  day  Sister  X.  and  I  visited  them 
again  and  brought  along  some  clothes  which  had 
been  left  over  from  the  bazaar  and  a  number  of 
old  shoes,  all  sizes.  They  were  thrilled.  We  also 
brought  the  fir.st  communion  veils,  thinking  this 
might  encourage  them.  Mr.  G.  tried  on  a  veil  and 
thought  he  looked  stunning.  He  has  quite  a  sense 
of  humor.  We  told  him  that  Father  expected  them 
ail  at  church  next  morning.  He  said  he  couldn't 
go  as  there  would  be  no  one  to  look  after  the  place. 
We  told  him  he  would  not  need  to  be  alxsent  more 
than  two  hours.  After  much  talking  and  per- 
suailing  he  consented  to  go  if  we  would  come  for 
them  in  the  car.  Next  morning  I  drove  out,  pray- 
ing' all  the  way  that  Pa  and  Ma  would  come.  Sure 
enough,  when  I  entered  the  yard,  the  children 
started  pouring  out  of  the  house,  all  dressed  in 
their  new  finery.  They  looked  like  real  brides. 
The  four  oldest  girls  had  white  dre.sses,  veils  and 
whitewashed  shoes  with  white  rosaries  that  Father 
had  given  them  around  their  necks.  Then  came 
Ma,  holding  a  little  girl  by  the  hand,  foUoweil  by 
Pa  carrying  the  baby.  The  one  boy  of  the  family 
locked  the  door  and  came  out  through  the  window. 
In  a  few  minutes  we  were  on  our  way.  The  little 
two-vear-old  was  never  in  a  car  before  and  she 
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thouiiht  the  trees  were  niovin<r.  She  kept  sayingr : 
"The  trees  ai'e  running-  away." 

We  ai'rived  ;it  the  ehurch  witlumt  mishap. 
Father  was  a  few  minutes  late,  but  when  he  did 
eome  thin<is  be<ian  to  happen.  He  fiot  the  five  who 
were  to  be  bajitized  into  the  .sanetuary,  while  Pa 
went  around  tajjping;  men  and  women  on  the 
shoulder  and  a.sking  them  to  be  godparents.  When 
he  had  ten  in  all  they,  too,  went  into  the  sanctuary 
which  by  this  time  was  somewhat  crowded.  Ma 
and  Pa  sat  outside  the  altar  rail. 

Father  proceeded  with  the  baptisms.  lie  had 
not  gone  far  when  the  baby  started  to  yell  and 
howl,  the  two-year-old  took  her  note  an  octave 
higher  and  louder,  then  the  .six-yeai"-old  joined 
the  chorus.  Such  an  uproar!  Pa  and  Ma  remained 
at  the  altar  rail  ti-ying  to  hush  the  children,  talk- 
ing away  in  their  mother  tongue.  As  Father  per- 
formed each  act  of  the  ceremony  the  two  youngest 
who  were  making  the  greatest  noi.se,  were  passed 
over  to  the  parents  to  see  if  they  could  pacify 
them.  Just  as  they  were  quieting  down  somewhat. 
Father  would  need  them  again  to  continue  the 
ceremony,  the  godparents  would  reach  over  and 
get  them  fi-om  the  parents— and  the  howling  wcudd 
start  up  worse  than  before.  When  it  was  time  for 
the  salt  to  be  administered  the  two-year-old  ])ut 
her  hand  over  her  mouth  and  held  it  firmly;  there 
was  quite  a  struggle  for  a  moment.  Finally,  the 
baptisms  were  finished  and  I  think  Father,  too. 

Three  of  the  children  made  their  first  Holy 
Communion.  Now  it  was  Pa's  and  Ma's  turn.  The 
godparents  were  not  long  accepting  their  i"e- 
sponsibility.  They  told  Pa  in  no  uncertain  terms 
that  he  .should  have  his  marriage  fixed  uj).  Pa 
at  first  refused,  but  after  all  the  godparents 
and  a  number  of  other  parishioners  persuaded 
him  in  four  different  languages,  he  consented. 
Tntil  this  moment  Father  was  a  listener,  but 
now  he  spoke  up  and  told  Mr.  G.  he  would 
have  to  go  to  confession.  For  a  moment  this 
seemed  like  another  obstacle,  but  the  Holy  Ghost 
won  and  Mr.  G.  stepped  over  to  the  confessional. 
When  Pa  was  through  he  told  Ma  to  go,  which  siie 
did.  They  knelt  in  the  sanctuary  and  Father 
blessed  their  marriage.  The  congregation  looked 
on!  S.O.S. 
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Claire's  Metric  System 

"Befoi'e  you  settle  down  to  study,  will  you 
please  I'un  to  the  grocery  and  get  mother  .some 
oranges  and  salad  dressing?"  Claire  looked  up 
from  her  book  and  smiled  at  her  mother,  .standing 
in  the  doorway.  "Glad  to,  Mother,"  she  replied, 
"It  isn't  far,  only  a  litany  away." 

Her  mother's  eyes  twinkled.  "I  wish  you  would 
tell  me  \\hy  you  and  your  friends  are  measuring 
all  distances  by  a  new  metric  system  of  late,"  .she 
said.  "Annabelle  tells  you  .she's  been  waiting  at 
the  gate  a  decade  of  the  beads  and  you'll  both  be 
late  for  .school.  This  morning  when  I  called  Tom- 
my for  Mass,  at  seven  o'clock,  he  answered,  'Be 
down  in  a  memorare.  Mother!'  " 

Claire  laughed.  "It  .started  in  our  Church 
ilistoi-y  class,"  she  explained,  slipping  into  her 
coat,  "and  has  spread  through  the  whole  school, 
and  even  to  the  pla-yground.  One  day  Sister  wa.s 
reading  about  the  first  Missions  in  North  Amer- 
ica. She  came  to  the  one  founded  by  the  Ursuline 
Sisters,  at  Sillery,  near  Quebec. 

"The  Ci-suline  Sisters,  with  Mother  Mary  of 
the  Incarnation  as  Superior,  came  to  Sillery  to 
teach  the  Indian  eliildren,  and  almost  everything 
happened  to  them — fire,  smallpox,  and,  at  last,  an 
earthquake.  But  nothing  discouraged  the  zealous 
nuns.  They  had  .such  courage  that  after  the  earth- 
quake they  laughed  and  .said  it  wasn't  so  bad  be- 
cause some  of  the  shocks  only  lasted  an  Ave  Maria, 
although  some  were  as  long  as  two  Misereres." 

"A  little  later.  Sister  sent  Anna  Louise  to  the 
office,  with  a  note  to  Si.ster  Superior  and  told 
her  to  hurry.  Anna  Loui.se  .said,  '  I  '11  be  back  in 
ten  Hail  Marys,  Sister.'  Then,  everyone  laughed. 
For  they  knew  where  she  got  that  idea,  and  we 
all  began  doing  it." 

"So  you  are  filling  with  ])iayer  the  intervals 
that  u.sed  to  be  blank,"  said  Claii'e's  mother 
approvingly.  "That  is  an  excellent  idea." 

"At  first  we  didn't  realize  that  we  were  leai'u- 
ing  a  new  habit,"  confessed  Claire,  "but  when 
Sister  told  us  to  offer  some  of  the  prayers  for 
the  Poor  Souls  and  for  sinners  (meaning  our- 
selves) we  planned  to  just  go  on  measuring  time 
and  distance  that  way.  I  guess  that  I  won't  need 
the  wrist  watch  that  T  wanted  for  my  birthday, 
but  it  would  be  nice  to  have  it,  of  course"  —  and 
with  a  merry  lailgh,  Claii'e  was  out  of  the  door  and 
down  the  steps,  on  her  way  to  the  grocer's,  only 
a  litany  away. 


Rest  is  not  idleness,  and  to  lie  sometimes  on  the 
grass  under  the  trees  on  a  summer '.s  day,  listening 
to  the  murmur  of  water,  or  watching  the  clouds 
float  across  the  sky,  is  by  no  means  waste  of  time. 

#      *  * 

"Some  of  the  busiest  ])ersons  I  know  are  always 
at  a  loss  for  .something  to  do." 
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Summer  Work  in  Saskatchewan 


"Sister,  are  wo  soeiii<;'  stranjie  things!  Isn't 
that  the  lovely  face  of  the  'Little  Flower' 
looking  at  from  the  wall  of  this  busy  bus 
depot!"  Yes,  sure  enough,  there  she  wa.s,  holding 
in  her  hands  the  crucifix  covered  with  roses  .  .  . 
serene  and  smiling,  as  if  she  were  enjoying  the 
joke  of  our  happy  surprise,  at  seeing  her  a.s  a 
"pin  up  girl"  on  a  large  calendar  in  a  city  bus 
depot.  Resting  on  the  long  benches  of  the  waiting 
room,  hundreds  of  weary  travellers  could  not  help 
but  feel  in  some  small  measure,  a  sense  of  peace 
and  a  nearness  to  God,  Avhen  their  eyes  met  those 
of  the  little  saint.  As  the  bus  prepared  to  leave, 
we  asked  her  to  remember  us  in  our  missionary 
trip  for  souls  across  the  prairie  trails. 

We  climbed  into  our  seats,  somewhat  breathless 
and  flushed  from  struggling  to  push  our  cases 
underneath,  and  settled  down  to  enjoy  what  prom- 
ised to  be  a  pleasant  drive.  But,  alas,  the  fly  in  the 
jam  appeared  when  the  bus  driver  came  to  collect 
our  tickets.  Sister  asked,  "Would  you  kindly  let 

me  know  when  I  come  to  T  Store  1"  (the  sister 

companion  Avas  getting  off  ahead  at  another  mis- 
sion). "Sorry,  Madam,  there's  no  such  store  by 

that  name,  .  .   .  you  mean  S  Store."  AYell! 

since  we  were  mere  passengers  on  the  bus  and  he 
the  driver,  it  did  not  occur  to  us  to  doubt  his 
knowledge  of  the  stops  in  the  line  of  stores  along 
ttie  highway  .  .  .  and  besides,  he  added,  to  aug- 
ment our  feeling  of  seeming  stupidity,  "You've 
paid  too  much  for  yonv  ticket."  His  announcement 
dan>pene(l  our  .spirits  somewhat! 

After  bidding  my  companion  a  cheerless  good- 
bye, I  sat  verj^  alert  for  about  another  twelve 

miles  waiting  for  the  bus  driver  to  page  S  

Store.  At  the  sound  of  his  voice  calling  it  out, 
I  promptly  descended  from  the  bus  with  bag  and 
baggage,  feeling  like  a  paratrooper  drop])ing  to 
earth  on  a-  strange  land.  There  was  the  store,  the 
only  sign  of  habitation  around,  where  I  was  sup- 


Uoyn  and  (iirls  in  Uural  SaskaCchcwan 


posed  to  wait  for  one  of  the  parishionei's  to  come 
and  drive  me  across  country  to  the  mission  Church. 
T  walked  confidently  up  to  the  store,  only  to  read 
the  notice,  written  in  pencil,  "Store  closed  all 
day."  My  heart  sank!  For  the  notice  backed  my 
.suspicion  that  the  bus  driver  had  his  names  mixed. 
Standing  there,  looking  at  my  heavy  suitcase,  I 
began  to  mentally  express,  to  no  one  in  particular, 
my  candid  and  none  too  flattering  opinion  of 
ticket  agents  and  bus  drivers.  Then  the  holy 
thought  came  that  the  "Little  Flower'"  would  have 
made  capital  for  heaven  out  of  this  kind  of  thing. 
AVith  this  inspiring  thought.  I  "cooled  off" 
and  tried  to  "offer  it  up"  as  graciously  as  I 
could— the  hot  shadeless  highway,  that  I  Avas 
mile.s  from  T.  Store,  and  the  galling  fact  that  I 
had  paid  too  much  for  my  ticket. 

Leaving  my  belongings  in  the  shade  of  the 
gasoline  tank  and  asking  the  Saint  in  heaven  who 
looks  after  stranded  folks  to  take  care  of  them, 
I  betook  myself  up  the  hill  to  see  Avhat  was  on  the 
other  side.  About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  across  the 
field  stood  a  small  farm  home.  I  decided  to  dis- 
regard my  aversion  for  farm  dogs  and  go  over  and 
make  inquiries  as  to  a  phone.  As  I  neared  the  home, 
the  children  ran  to  the  house  to  report  on  the 
appi-oach  of  a  stranger,  so  by  the  time  I  reached 
the  door  there  was  a  curious  delegation  to  greet 
me.  I  breathed  a  big  "Deo  Gratias"  w^hen  I 
learned  that  they  had  a  phone  right  there.  After 
I  had  explained  my  presence  in  that  part  of  the 
country,  the  IMother  said  .she  would  phone  Mi-s. 
M.  "Who  is  great  in  your  church"  as  she  put  it 
in  her  non-Catholic  way.  ]Mrs.  M.  tndy  proved  her 
"greatness"  by  having  a  car  call  for  me  several 
hours  later  to  speed  me  to  the  Mission  where  I  was 
to  start  Avork  the  folloAving  day 

To  Class  Through  Rain 

The  first  day  of  class  began  Avith  thuiuler  and 
lightning,  and  a  terrific  downpour  of  rain.  The 
children  AA-ho  had  reached  the  Church  before  the 
storm  began,  recited  the  rosary  and  the  louder 
the  thunder,  the  louder  became  the  fervent  Hail 
]\Iarys.  From  the  Church  Avindow  Ave  could  see  the 
little  ones  caught  in  the  storm,  hurrying  over  the 
hills,  .some  Avalking  and  .some  with  hoi-se  and  buggy. 
The  poor  children  Avere  terrified  and  to  add  to 
their  terror  one  of  the  horses  slipped  and  fell,  but 
the  calm  young  driver  of  eleven  years  kept  his 
head,  managed  to  get  the  horse  back  on  its  feet 
and  continued  on  to  Church. 

They  Avere  .soaked  to  the  skin.  The  dry  Avood  in 
the  basement  made  a  glowing  and  comfortable  fire 
in  the  long  stove  of  the  Church.  Everything  that 
could  be  taken  off  Avas  hung  up  to  dry  on  the 
backs  of  the  pews.  It  lookoil  like  a  big  family  wash 
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day.  Boys  aiul  pirls  sat  contentedly  around  the  fire 
onjovinii'  its  warmth,  while  the  beautiful  old  story 
of  "the  childhood  of  Christ  was  read  to  them.  Mak- 
ing the  road  home  after  cla^s  that  day  was  quite 
a  chore.  Seniors  and  .juniors  took  off  their  shoes 
and  revelled  in  the  .soft  warm  mud  oozing  through 
their  toe.s  making  sucking  noises— then  went  down 
into  the  ditches  for  more  fun.  The  quiet  of  the 
country  road  rang  with  merry  peals  of  laughter 
as  they  splashed  and  paddled  joyously  in  the  fresh 
water.  A  tinge  of  regret  comes  to  the  heart,  that 
one  has  to  forfeit  these  joys  of  barefoot  days  with 
the  coming  of  mature  years.  Stopping  to  try  and 
pull  on  my  mud-clogged  rubbers  for  about  the 
twentieth  time  in  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  the  line  of  a 
l)oem  came  to  mind:  "Too  fast  have  those  young 
(lays  faded  that  even  in  sorrow  were  sweet."  A  few 
yards  from  home,  we  met  a  young  boy,  bringing 
the  farm  wagon  to  help  us  out  .  .  .  but  when  I 
measured  the  height  of  the  wagon  box,  I  decided 
to  "stick  it  out"  for  the  short  distance  to  the 
house. 

By  Horse  and  Wagon 

Transportation  to  the  second  school  was  by  horse 
and  wagon,  as  the  heavy  rains  during  the  weekend 
had  made  car  driving  impossible.  Over  fifty 
cliildren  presented  themselves  for  religious  in- 
struction, eager  to  make  the  best  of  this  year's 
vacation  school,  as  the  Bishop  would  be  coming  for 
Confirmation  at  the  end  of  it.  In  one  of  the  schools 
a  zealous  Catholic  teacher  had  taught  the  children 
lo  sing  the  Ma.ss  of  the  Angels,  which  they  sang 
very  creditably  every  morning  for  Holy  Mass. 
Twelve  little  ones  received  their  First  Holy  Com- 
munion, with  all  the  love  and  joy  of  their  inno- 
cent hearts.  Twentj'-four  candidates  presented 
themselves  before  the  Bishop  to  be  made  perfect 
Christians  and  Soldiers  of  Jesus  Christ.  The  happy 
days  had  passed  rapidly  and  all  too  soon  came 
the  warm  handclasp  of  "Goodbye"  with  words  of 
grateful  thanks  for  everything. 

A  New  Church  For  Our  Lady 

The  evening  found  me  traversing  through  wind- 
ing roads  over  beautiful  countryside  just  at  sunset, 
in  silent  admiration  of  the  greatne.ss  of  the  works 
of  God  in  the  beauty  of  the  changing  heavens. 
Then,  high  in  the  midst  of  green  trees  could  be 
seen  the  Church  with  its  freshlj'  painted  red  tiled 
roof,  awaiting  the  ceremony  of  blessing  at  the  end 
of  the  week.  It  was  a  busy  time  for  everybody. 
Hammering,  sawing  and  painting,  the  fathers, 
older  brothers  and  sisters  worked  from  morning 
to  night  to  put  the  finishing  touches  to  the  in- 
ferior in  time  for  the  coming  of  the  Bishop.  The 
mothers  in  the  home  cooked  and  planned  all  kinds 
of  good  things  for  the  Banquet. 

Catechism  class  was  held  in  the  old  Church, 
which  was  beside  the  new  one.  In  spite  of  the 
many  distractions  the  children  studied  earnestly 
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for  Confirmation.  Thursday  was  moving  day 
.  .  .  tran.sferring  the  religious  contents  of  the  old 
Church  to  the  new.  The  workmen  took  the  Altar 
apart,  together  with  the  altar  railing,  and  the  chil- 
dren brought  up  the  rear  of  the  procession  with 
what  their  strength  could  safely  carry  in  the  line 
of  statues,  banners,  candle  sticks,  stations  of  the 
cross  and  endless  other  religious  articles  accumu- 
lated in  a  Church  for  over  fortj^  years.  How  they 
loved  this  rumpus  and  upset  during  catechism 
])eriod !  In  the  afternoon,  two  youthful  workmen 
came  into  Church  and  proceeded  noisily  upstairs 
to  the  choir  loft  with  no  word  of  explanation  of 
what  they  were  going  to  do.  In  the  mid.st  of  explain- 
ing the  Coming  of  the  Holy  Ghost  on  Pentecost 
Sunday  .  .  .  suddenly,  the  expression  on  the  chil- 
dren's faces  turned  from  interest  to  alarm  and  they 
cried  with  one  voice:  "Oh.  Sister,  look  out!"  For 
an  instant  I  stood  petrified  staring  dumbly  at  the 
alarmed  faces  of  the  children,  all  kinds  of  wild 
thoughts  flashing  through  my  mind,  from  heaven- 
ly visions,  to  being  tomahawked  from  above  or 
.stabbed  in  the  back.  Then  I  discovered  that  the 
boys  in  the  choir  loft  had  released  the  pulley  of  the 
large  decorative  chandelier  in  the  centre  of  the 
Church  and  the  cries  of  the  children  had  saved  me 
fi-om  having  a  crown  of  a  few  hundred  pieces  of 
sparkling  colored  glass. 

Commenting  upon  as  to  who  was  the  sacristan 

for  the  Church,  the  girls  told  me  "Mi.ss  0  

takes  care  of  the  altar,"  and  in  case  I  .should  have 
any  illusion  as  to  her  youthfulness,  added,  "She  is 
a  girl  of  sixty-five." 

The  new  Church  of  Our  Lady  was  ready  for  the 
day  of  blessing,  the  walls  painted  white  with 
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trinimiims  of  Our  Lady's  own  blue.  The  bells  from 
the  belfry  pealed  joyoiisly  as  the  bisliop  blessed 
the  Chureh  and  the  con<ire.L;ation  walked  in  pro- 
cession around  the  ji'rounds,  their  hearts  happy 
and  proud  to  see  the  completion  of  their  labour  of 
love  in  honour  of  the  Mother  of  God.  At  the  clase 
of  the  Iliji'h  Mass  twenty-four  boys  and  p'irLs  re- 
ceived the  Sacrament  of  Confi-mation.  Dnrin<;'  the 
day  many  levins'  hearts  spent  much  time  in  prayer 
to  welcome  our  dear  Lord  to  His  new  home— the 
home  they  had  worked  so  haixl  to  try  to  make 
worthy  of  Ilim.  ft  was  not  without  a  touch  of 
sadness  that  the  older  folks  bade  farewell  to  the 
little  low  church  which  held  many  sacred  memories 
for  them.  These  pious  people  had  retained  the 
Catholic  customs  from  the  Old  Land.  It  was  lovely 
to  hear  them  pray  together  at  ^lass ;  to  listen  to 
the  low  voice  of  the  Dad  sayinf;-  the  Ano'elus  before 
dinner  and  supper,  and  the  Mother  leading-  the 
family  rosary.  Open  profession  of  their  faith  is 
revealed  in  the  devotional  wayside  Calvary  alonjr 
the  road.  God  jirant  that  their  children  carry  on 
their  parents'  deep  faith  and  love  for  the  Catholic 
( 'hureh. 

My  .iourney  home  ^ave  me  many  thing's  to 
"moon"  about.  The  dear  trustino'  children  I  had 
the  privilesi'e  to  teach  of  the  <;oodness  and  love  of 
God  and  the  many  lessons  of  virtue  learned  from 
their  good  generous  parents.  1  humbly  thanked 
God  for  it  all.  Thei-e  was  one  lesson  I  learned  all 
by  myself:  not  to  ask  a  bus  driver  a  ((uestion  yon 
can  answer  your.self. 

8.O.S. 


MISSION  SUNDAY— OCTOBER  20,  1946 

The  recent  tests  in  the  I'acit'ic  liavc  verified 
conclusively  the  tei'rific  jiower  of  atomic  energy 
in  wholesale  demolition  of  land  as  well  as  sea 
installations.  So  far  its  usefulness  in  i)eacetime 
pursuits  lemains  to  be  developed.  However, 
Catholics  might  tlo  well  to  i-emembei-  that  they 
have  far  greater  potentialities  for  construction 
than  the  harnessed  energy  of  tiic  atom,  l^y  their 
prayers  and  alms  they  can  help  rebuild  the  woi-ld 
—the  world  where  love,  not  hate,  will  be  the 
master. 

The  missions  of  the  Chui-ch  have  suffei'ed  un- 
told damage  during  the  years  of  wai-fare  while 
the  work  of  generations  of  tireless  bishoi)s. 
priests,  brothers  and  sisters  has  been  destroyed. 
To  America  alone  these  gallant  soids,  as  well  as 
Chi'ist's  own  \'icar.  nuist  turn  to  ])rovide  the 
s!)iritual  and  financial  aid  needed  to  begin  and 
c()mi)lete  this  herculean  task. 

[)i  the  name  of  the  gi'eat  Missiojier,  Jesus 
Christ  Himself.  The  Society  for  the  Proi)agation 
of  the  Faith  urges  tlie  I'cadei-s  of  "The  Field 
at  Home"  to  make  October  L'Oth  the  greatest 
Mission  Sunday  the  Church  has  ever  known. 

WORSHir  IS  SOIMIOTHING  MOKK  THAN  FEAR  OF 


A  CATECHIST  REMEMBERS 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
were  driven  to  "Monahan  Camp"  where  we  en- 
joyeii  (lur  lunch  to  the  music  of  the  lapping 
water  on  the  shore  of  Lake  Katepwe.  After- 
wards we  followed  the  path  through  the  woods 
along  the  shore  to  the  lake  to  the  Oblate  Camp. 
Just  how  long  it  took  ns  we  don't  know  but  we 
said  our  beads  and  had  them  finished  when  we 
reached  the  fence  between  the  two  camps.  Up  and 
over  we  went,  and  on,  until  we  came  to 
the  Oblate  Camp  which  had  been  clased  that 
morning.  The  s])ot  was  ideal  but  we  were  dis- 
appointed at  not  being  able  to  find  even  a  crack 
through  which  we  coiild  peep  into  the  lovely 
chapel,  which  is  as  large  a.s  many  of  the  rural 
]iarish  churches.  After  a  I'est  and  an  imaginary 
expedition  in  one  of  the  fastened-safe  canoe  boats 
we  wound  our  way  back  to  Monahan  Camp. 
During  the  afternoon  ]\Ir.  and  Mrs.  Graf  and 
Kita  and  RoUand  joined  us.  AVe  wanted  to  see 
.some  more,  so  at  the  request  of  two  Oblate 
Fathers  we  all  called  at  the  Scholasticate  and 
were  shown  through  that  interesting  building. 
The  Chapel  was  perfect  with  its  new  maple 
Liturgical  Altars,  ])edestals.  etc.  AVe  were  also 
shown  the  lovply  vestments.  Then  on  we  went 
to  the  class  rooms,  library,  auditorium,  infirmary, 
refectory,  kitchen  and  ended  up  in  the  raspbei'ry 
]>atch.  AVe  congratulate  the  seminarians  who 
have  been  so  successful  with  this  fruit — we  en- 
Joyed  all  y.e  coidd  consume.  It  was  now  time  for 
our  su])per,  ko  anxious  to  get  our  weiners  roa.sted 
on  spears  we  drove  around  Alission  Lake  to  the 
other  side  and  there  found  a  choice  place  by  the 
edge  of  the  water.  All  went  hunting  sticks,  then 
Air.  Graf  drove  over  to  the  town  for  water;  the 
t'ii'c  crackled  bi'ightly  as  our  pot  of  coffee  was 
suspended  over  the  fire  on  a  long  pole  held  by 
two  of  the  ])arty;  others  speared  the  weiners  while 
another  took  the  cooked  ones  off  and  placed  them 
in  the  rolls.  Soon  all  was  ready  and  enjoyed.  Still 
there  was  something  else  we  wanted  to  see,  so  Air. 
(!raf  and  his  stm  drove  us  to  the  Indian  Industrial 
School.  It  was  getting  dark  by  this  time  but  we 
wei-c  ]U(ist  hospitably  received.  The  large  airy 
building,  so  l)riglitly  dec(n'ated  and  so  spotlessly 
clean,  would  make  many  a  white  child  jealous 
(if  the  Indian  children  whose  hapjiy  lot  it  is  to 
be  the  boarding  i)U]m1s  in  such  an  institution. 
.The  class  rooms  all  face  the  water  and  are  large 
and  becomingly  decorated  according  to  the  age  of 
the  childi-en.  We  saw  knitting,  sewing,  bead-work, 
etc..  etc..  done  iiy  cliildren  from  the  age  of  six 
1o  sixteen.  The  art  work  was  indeed  surprising. 
Thicc  large  jiictures  painted  l)y  a  girl  of  fifteen, 
hail  won  first  prizes  at  the  exhibition. 

  s.o.s. 

AVe  can  ncvei-  be  the  better  for  our  religion  if 
our  neighbor  is  the  worse  for  it. 

<;()!)  OH    l,0\  K  OF    HIM — IT   I.S   DKLKiHT    IN  HIM. 


